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AUTHOR AND Cl'JTIC MARi'. COUSINS TRACES THE ROOTS 
OF CHINESE CINEMA’S GLOBAL RESONANCE AND 
THE ELIERGENCE OF A NEW CULTURAL REVOLUTION. 




Few would doubt that to engage with the stories and images 
from a country is a good way to understand it, and no art form 
combines story and image more engagingly than cinema. The 
sense in the cinema, as the lights go down, of a window opening 
on a world makes film well placed to bring the lives and ideas, 
pleasures and realities, conditions and aspirations of a country 
vividly alive. 


IT IS FOR THESE REASONS THAT, when asked by the 
University of Edinburgh if I would be co-artistic director, with Dr 
Dorota Ostrowska, of 'Cinema China', their new UK-wide festival 
of Chinese film, I immediately said yes. More personally, for 
years now I have carried in my head vivid scenes from Chinese 
film - characters, glances, songs, widescreen compositions, 
rushes of feeling and cinematic audacity - that are almost 
unknown in the West 


This oversight enrages me and all those who love the innovation 
and aesthetic boldness of China’s social melodramas, musicals, 
art movies and action cinema. When Ang Lee’s Crouching Tiger, 
Hidden Dragon rang the world box office bell in 2000 and, in 
its action scenes, seemed to defy gravity, we yelled, "Yes, but 
what about King Hu’s A Touch of Zenl" Its sword fight scenes in 
bamboo forests defied gravityjust as astonishingly, but way back 
in 1969. It is one of the greatest films ever made, but people in 
the West hardly know it 



When Zhang Yimou’s Hero was the first Chinese film to go to 
number one at the American box office in 2004, we sensed that 
now might be the moment to tell the big, complex, fascinating 
story of Chinese language cinema so that more people might 
begin to carry its splendid moments around in their heads, which 
is the way most of us remember movies. Hence ‘Cinema China’, 
which will play all over the UK, showing 25 films from eight 
decades, with 20 lectures on the cinematic, aesthetic, social and 
political history of China. 



- the country’s first cinematic golden age - were freshly 
realistic in their themes, beautifully under-acted and brightly 
aware of social truths. 


WE BELIEVE THAT NOW IS THE TIME for six reasons, 
beyond the economic one Just mentioned. The first is something 
to do with the city of Shanghai. In the 1930s, it was a boomtown 
- cosmopolitan, open to the world because it was a port, and 
developing at an extraordinary rate. Now, in 2007, it is a 
boomtown - cosmopolitan, open to the world, and developing 
at an even more extraordinary rate. Then it was the centre of the 
Chinese him industry. Nearly a decade before Italian neo-realism, 
which every film buff knows about, Chinese movies of the ’30s 


One of those truths then, as now, is that at times of rapid 
urbanisation, and the movement of vast populations, people get 
left behind. They wonderwhat this accelerated pace of life, this 
rapid post-modernity means, and how they square it with their 
more traditional selves. Shanghai cinema of the ’30s - films ▼ 




like The Goddess (Wu Yonggang, 1934, the first film in the world 
to portray a prostitute sympathetically) - register acutely the 
social problems and psychic paralysis created by such change. 
And now, In modern China, films like Unknown Pleasures (JIa 
Zhangke, 2002) do exactly the same. Jump from Shanghai to 
Taipei In Taiwan and you find that city's most distinguished 
recent filmmaker, Tsai MIng-llang, Is obsessed, In Vive L'Amour 
(1994) and The Hofs(1998), with exactly the same themes: 
rootless people, unable to connect with modern life 

SO CHINESE FILMMAKING HAS, In the last seven 
decades, come full circle. The second reason why Chinese 
language cinema Is relevant now relates to the first. In every 
period of social change In China, which Is most of the last 
century, women have been cinema's central characters. 

Director Zhang Yimou once said, "What I want to express Is the 
Chinese people’s oppression and confinement Women express 
this more clearly on their bodies because they bear a heavier 
burden than men." From the 1930s onwards, Chinese cinema 
has proved his point 

One story from that first decade Jumps out. The star of The 
Goddess, Ruan LIngyu, luminously captured the modernity of 
her character, yet behind the scenes her life was hell. In celeb- 
obsessed Shanghai, the tabloids called her a loose woman and 
hounded her. The pressure became unbearable so, at the age of 
25, she committed suicide The New York Times carried the news 
of her death on page one. Her funeral procession was three miles 
long. She was, In her day, one of the most famous actresses In 
the world. Today, most film books don't even mention her. 

Fast-forward to China In the ’90s. Gong LI stares out of Ju Dou 
(1990) and Raise the Red Lantern (1991 ) with the same suffering 
defiance as Ruan. Once again, female stardom Is expressing the 
agonies of social change and a defiance of the old Confuclan 
order, where women stayed at home. Both films are about homes 
as prisons Since these films, Zhang ZIyl has emerged as the 
newest star In Chinese language film and, to complete another 
circle, the wonderful Maggie Cheung played Ruan LIngyu In 
Centre Stage (Stanley Kwan, 1992). 

The third reason for looking at Chinese film now Is that that stage 
on which women have stood so centrally. Is In fact three stages 


To follow the story of Chinese language cinema, you have to 
Jump between the People’s Republic Hong Kong and Taiwan. 
The Maoist Revolution In 1949 caused rightist filmmakers 
to leave for Hong Kong and Taiwan. Hong Kong looked 
westwards and developed a commercial filmmaking tradition. 
The nationalists In Taiwan repressed artistic freedom, so only 
after they lost power In the late ’80s did master directors like 
Hou Hsiao-hslen, Edward Yang, and Tsai MIng-llang emerge. 
Hong Kong director Wong Kar Wal's In the Mood for Love 
(2000) Is about Shanghai exiles living In Hong Kong In the 
’60s, people who would have grown up with the films of Ruan. 
Not only did populations migrate between the three territories, 
but filmmakers did, and film styles and genres too. The dance 
and energy In mainland musicals morphed Into action and 
Kung Fu cinema In Hong Kong, for example. Only by tracing 
these migrations do we see how rich Mandarin and Cantonese 
cinema Is. 

The fourth reason to look at Chinese cinema Is that a new genre 
has emerged. China has started making dapian, 'big films’, 

In the Hollywood mode with all-star casts and an emphasis 
on action. The first dapian was Zhang Yimou’s Hero, and his 
latesL Curse of the Golden Rower, pushes the genre further, 
extending the size of the cast and multiplying the decorative 
detail In the Imagery. Zhang was a cinematographer before 
he became a director, so this helps explain such astonishing 
visuals. But, more Interestingly, he studied Chinese painting too 
and has talked about how Its scrolls. Its landscapes dotted with 
tiny characters, and Its horizons at the very top of the Image, 
have all Influenced his own Imagery. The new dapian films 
might well copy Hollywood epic cinema In some respects, but 
their compositions are very Chinese. 

The Fifth reason for taking a new Interest In Chinese film can 
be seen In the very same films of Zhang. Western films like 
Titanic and Toy Story show how computer-generated Imagery 
has changed the language of cinema, but the Chinese, 
specifically Zhang, have used It both with more bravura and 
subtlety than most Western directors. In fact, perhaps In part 
because the Chinese film Industry, like other sectors. Is a 
command economy, the People's Republic seems to have been 
able to make more emphatic decisions about CGI and the 
digitisation of film In general. 






A whole new university is being set up to look at how digital can 
be combined with the more traditional visual arts. The 
government has earmarked S10 million peryear to digitise films 
that were shot on 3Smm and are deteriorating - a service to 
film history which should be repeated in other countries. And, 
satisfyingly, given the ridiculous and inconsistent censorship that 
Mandarin filmmakers have had to endure, shooting digitally, on 
small cameras, has fuelled underground cinema on the mainland, 
bringing to the screen stories and situations that previously 
languished beneath the radar. 

THE SIXTH AND FINAL REASON why now is the time to 
discover Chinese film is the most profound of all. Hollywood has 
always been driven by action; 'What happens next?’ Hong Kong 
cinema has, since the ’70s at least, been kinetic too, but if we 
draw back for a moment and look at the overall picture of Chinese 
language cinema, we begin to notice that action is somewhat 
different in it. A Touch of Zen, for example, is full of it but, also, as 
its title implies, movement in the movie is counterbalanced by an 
almost Buddhist sense of repose 

In Buddhist aesthetics, mu or ’emptiness’ Isa compositional 
element and, throughout Chinese cinema, including, notably, in 
such famous breakthrough films as Chen Kaige’s YbHow Earth 
(1984), stasis, emptiness and ellipses are as much a part of the 
shape of the film, its mood and effect, as action, narrative or 
psychology. Add to this another philosophical influence - Taoism - 


which rejects both the social and gender certainties of Confucism 
and is very different to the class certainties of Maoism, and you 
get a second explanation for the profound and very satisfying 
aesthetic balance in Chinese film. It was there in The Goddess 
way back in the realist golden age of the 1930s and it’s there, still, 
in the extraordinary Curse of the Go/den Flower. 

If I had to choose one film to sum up this balance, one film 
through which to fall in love with Chinese language cinema, it 
would be Fei Mu's exquisite Spring in a Small Town (1948), voted 
China’s best film of all time by the Hong Kong RIm Critics Society 
in 2002. It’s rarely seen in the West, and the print is not in great 
shape, but this story of a woman caught in a love triangle in a 
ruined town is a work of poetic realism that outstrips anything 
made in France or Japan at the same time. In particular, the 
character’s voiceover devastatingly renders her inner life with 
fine grain. 


Chinese cinema is full of such memorable characters. It is, 
surely, time to get to know them and their worlds ■ 


All of the above films are showing in ‘Cinema China’ in March and 
April 2007. www.cinemachina.org.uk. The festival is an initiative of 
the University of Edinburgh and its Confucius Institute, is managed 
and toured by Filmhouse Edinburgh, funded by the National Lottery, 
Scottish Screen and the Scottish Executive, and partnered by the 
Beijing Film Academy 

See page 102 for an interview with Mark Cousins on ‘Cinema China’ 
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collection 
of Chinese 
films with 
this guide 
to some 
currently 
available 
classics. 



PLATFOftf. (2000) 

DIR. JIA ZHANG KE 

Opening on the death of Mao TBe.tung in 
1976, Jia Zhang Ke's film (only his second) 
observes the 10-year period of cultural 
change which then occurred In China. The 
film is drawn together via the members of a 
state theatre troupe who stage propaganda 
plays, and whose lives are all irrevocably 
changed when government reforms 
encourage the cultural Influence of the 
West. The name Platform actually deriveB 
from a hit Chinese pop song released in the 
early ’80s. It may sound light-hearted, but 
the film, unsurprisingly, moves at a snail’s 
pace, with plenty of cinematic longueurs and 
shots that last for an age. The director 
Is also considered a leading figure of the 
’Sixth Generation’ of Chinese directors. 

AVAILABLE ON R2 DVD 

.AISF THE RED L^-.-f^RK (1991) 

DIR. ZHANG YIMOU 
He may now make a living from lavish 
and exuberant martial arts epics, but 
this 1991 period drama Is Zhang Yimou’s 
greatest work to date. As four femme fatale 
concubines duke it out for the affections 
of a fickle master whose face Yintou never 
shows us, our allegiance wanders between 
the apparently welcoming second mistress 
to the brusque, opera-singing third mistress 
and then to Gong Li's fractious and not 
wholly likeable fourth mistress. Yimou 
skilfully contrasts the symmetry and fixed 
traditions of society in ’20s China with 
the troublingly asymmetrical and forcibly 
skewed nature of human Interaction and 
love, portraying unpleasant characters who 
are very much the result of an unpleasant 
time. Stylistically, the film Is quietly epic, 
presenting the director's attention to crisp, 
minute detail, available on ri dvd 


CHUNGKING EXPRESi (1994) 

DIR. WONG KAR WAI 

Just as everyone has a favourite colour Jelly 
Baby, people often split on their favourite 
Wong Kar Wai film. Chungking Express (the 
black Jelly Baby of his oeuvre) undoubtedly 
combines the best elements of his patented 
visual panache with his wondrously woven 
tales of the blissful private fantasies of 
regular Joes and Jolenes. Split Into two 
overlapping chapters, the first deals with 
a dejected cop (Takeshi Kaneshlro) and 
his chance meeting with drug trafficking 
harlot Brigitte Lin, and contains an inspired 
scene involving expired pineapple chunks. 
The second involves the nervous almost- 
romance between carefree cop Tony Leung 
and meal truck worker Faye Wong. For fans 
of the Mamas and the Papas’ 'California 
Dreaming’ especially, Chungking Express is 
like a double lottery win. available on re dvd 

ELECT!' (2005) 

DIR. JOHNNY TO 

This postrrtodern riff on the tried-and- 
tested triad rttovle is a superbly executed 
examination of the roots of crime in modern 
day Hong Kong. Starring Johnny To regular 
Simon Yam as the family man who runs the 
Hong Kong underworld in his spare time, 
the film concentrates rmre on ceremony 
and ritual than gun battles and action set 
pieces. Indeed, there isn't a single shot 
fired In the film, much of the violence being 
dispersed via the use of blunt instruments. 
The title refers to the election which takes 
place within the triad society to And a new 
boss, and the hell that breaks loose when 
the psychotic Big D (Tony Leung) decides to 
stages coup, available on re dvd 



4 ONE ANV . . (2000) ^FFAI- (2002) (2005) 

DIR. EDWARD YANG DIR. MAK SlU FAI, ANDREW LAU DIR. HOU HSIAO-HSIEN 

Alongside Hou Hsiao-hsien and Tsai While many acclaimed Martin Scorsese's This cinematic triptych of emotionally fraught 

MIng-liang, Yang remains at the fore of the The Departed as the best remake of an love stories set respectively In 1966, 1911 

so-called Taiwanese NewWave, and to Asian Rim to date, you only need to re- and 2005 -all three starring the same pair 

Western audiences the Altman-esque A One watch this original to seethe chasm of of actors (Shu Qiand Chang Chen) - is the 

and A Two remains his most well known sophistication that still eidsts between the sombre latest from director Hou Hsiao- 

work. Taking the form of a realist soap opera two. The pacing of the first 45 minutes is hsien. As we witness the intricacies of 

staged in the Taiwanese capital of Taipei (as unforgivingly tough, frantically setting the their courtship via the context of three very 

are moat of his films) this gigantic, sprawling scene for one of the great plot conceits different backdrops, it becomes increasingly 

movie documents the tiny emotional ripples of the twenty-first century: a police mole clear that Hou’s not-so-hidden agenda Is to 

of a regular middle class family as they infiltrates a group of triads while a young throw down some heavy concepts and bold 

each face traumas of varying scale and triad Infiltrates a detective unit. Who can symbolism instead of offering anything that 

import The terminal illness of patriarch tumble the house of cards by uncovering might be described as a candid rumination on 

NJ's mother acts as the nucleus of the the other first? Both daringly complex and the nature of blossoming love. However, his 

film; her bedside vigils becoming a place diamond hard, the film took cop thrillers to a commitment to slow, unadorned takes places 

where the characters confess and examine new plateau and proved that the Hong Kong him squarely In the tradition of directors such 

their problems. The growth and gradual that had nurtured talents such as RIngo Lam as Ozu and Bresson; striving, as he does, 

enlightenment of the family also acts as a and John Woo was still in fine fettle. It also to capture lifo in all its Joyous and miserable 

metaphor for Taipei itself, with business, produced two sequels, the first of which glory, avajiable on r 2 dvd 

art, tradition and identic all competing some consider to be an improvement on 

for space in the limelight It’s a tragic and the original, available on lu dvd ‘AnZ'"£LL r" (1993) 

funny film with a heart as big as China itself. DIR. CHEN KAIGE 

AVAILABLE ON R2 DVD, OR ALSO AVAILABLE IN . .-.iMOt (1994) Thisomate period drama from 'Fifth 

CRITERION EDITION ON R1 DIR. TSAI MING-LIANG Generation’ Chinese-American director Chen 

Similar to his forthcoming The Wayward Kalge was lavished with praise and awards 

(2000) Cfoud. this 1994 film presents the apartment on its initial release in 1993. Watching it again 

DIR. LOU YE block as microcosm by exploring the idea now, the film still balances an expansive 

The titular river which flows through that the people we see, but don’t connect scope with awesome strength of heart, a 

Shanghai acts as the central character to with, from day-to-day can often shape our feat seldom achieved by the epics of today 

Lou Ye’s Hitchcockian psychodrama, which lives for better or worse. Considered another which, in contrast, seem to be all surface and 

comes across like an Eastern riff on Vertigo. key player in the New Taiwanese Cinema, no feeling. It opens on the harsh trappings of 

As a meandering cameraman films his director Tsai Ming-liang’s melancholy yet opera school, where two young proteges are 

girlfriend as a mermaid, he happens one thoroughly engaging film follows a beautiful learning the trade the hard way. When they 

day across anex-convict who talks Into his real estate agent who has no personal life, meet years later at an opera house in Peking, 

camera about the same girl, even though the the street vendor she sometimes picks their friendship is rekindled until a prostitute 

two have never met. However, Ye chooses up for casual sex, and a timid salesman played by Chinese rent-a-muse Gong Li 

not to take the surreal element of the film struggling to grasp his sexual Identity. All upsets their fragile equilibrium. Successfully 

into the scary world of Lynch, instead are holed up in the same apartment, and are prising half-a-century’s worth of social and 

offering a gentle, yet engaging vision of photographed in a series of lingering takes. political history Into its three hour run time, 

chaos in the cify. avajlableon rzdvd The film shares similar themes of alienation the film works as an expansive and searching 

and emotional frustration as Wong Kar Wai’s melodrama between the circle of friends, as 
Chungking Express, but couldn't be more well as teasing the many draconian measures 
different in terms of style and composition. implemented by the Chinese government over 
It also contains a peach of a final scene. the years, available on ri dvd 

AVAILABLEON R2 DVD 
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“A PUZZLE WHOSE PIECES YOU’LL KEEP TRYING TO PUT 
TOGETHER IN YOUR HEAD LONG AFTER YOU LEAVE. 

ARGUABLY HIS MOST AMBITIOUS MIND-BENDER YET” 

PETER TRAVERS, ROLLING STONE 

“UNIQUELY DISTURBING, YET STRANGELY UPLIFTING. 

NOTHING ELSE LIKE IT EXISTS” 

★★★★★ LITTLE WHITE LIES 

A FILM BY DAVID LYNCH 

EMPIRE 

ir OliKSKIIDIBttlBlM 
13 1lllll.S8WS«llllll! 

“EXTRAORDINARY... ONE OF THE FEW FILMS I’VE SEEN 
THIS YEAR THAT DESERVES TO BE CALLED ART. 

A DAZZLING FEARLESS LAURA DERN” 

MANOHLADARGIS, NEW VORK TIMES 

“MORE OUT-THERE GENIUS FROM THE KING OF WEIRD” 

★★★★ UNCUT 

tSIUOIDWMniiiiusiaMieiwieCAUERIMAeEmAStniCAiniDDUCIIDIISINUNDEMPIREmDIHIIJIBEMYlHO 

cm«rJllHARNAflA»OTiiPinyoiSABfllllAS.SyTrailmBWidAyflAD[BRJ[BlHtALe™TOitHABEMIIE»«DAi;iOL«CHiiiriittiii™!(M^ m ffl ^ 

OPENS IN SELECTED CINEMAS MARCH 9TH 

www.inlandempire.co.uk 






“In the world today all culture, 
all literature and arc helongto 
definite classes and are geared to 
definite political lines. There is 
in fact no such thing as art for 
art's sake, art that stands above 
classes, arc that is detached from 
or independent of politics. 
Proletarian literature and art are 
part of the whole proletarian 
revolutionary cause; they are, as 
Lenin said, cogs and wheels in the 
whole revolutionary machine.” 

Chairman Mao Tse-tung 
Quotations from Mao Tse-tung 
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THIS YEAR’S UNMISSABLE FANTASY EPIC 


JEFF BRIDGES JENNIFER TILLY JODELLE FERLAND 



From the world’s most visionary contemporary filmmaker 
comes the unforgettable tale of one extraordinary little girl. 


“Extraordinaiv, 

brilliant, 

remarkable” 

★★★★ 


“A poetic 
horror film” 

David Cronenberg 


“Brilliant... 
an unforgettable 
experience” 

The Times 
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DOUBLE DISC SPECIAL EDITION 


JODELLE FERLAND JANET McTEER BRENDAN FLETCHER 
wimJENNIFERTILLY AND JEFF BRIDGES 
from the Oiiecter ol Sruil. Twelve Monkeis igd Few an) LuUi; ii let Vejs 


TERRY GILLIAM 


“As visually 
compelling as 
Brazil and 
Twelve Monkeys... 
marvellous” 

The Guardian 


“A masterpiece... 
Shocking, 
in your face 
and absolutely 
captivating” 

Aint tt Cool News 


PACKED WITH OVER 3 HOURS OF EXCLUSIVE DVD EXTRAS: 


• INTRODUCTION BY TERRY GILLIAM • INTERVIEW WITH PRODUCER JEREMY THOMAS • COMMENTARY WITH TERRY 

• GETTING GILLIAM - A 60 MINUTE MAKING-OF • TIDELAND FEATUREHE GILLIAM & WRITER TONY GRISONI 

DOCUMENTARY • q 4 a WITH TERRY GILLIAM & TIDEWND * DELETED SCENES 

• INTERVIEW Wrm TERRY GILLIAM AUTHOR MITCH CULLIN AT THE HAY FESTIVAL • THEATRICAL TRAILER 


On DVD January 29 

60 R D£ RS« www.tidelandthemovie.com 







what is it "we 1 
love about films? 


We lore tailing about them. We loTe writing about 
them. We love making a magazine about them. 

LWLxts 01 was slung together by a bunch of lifce- 
inded friends and coUeagues in January 2005. Two year 
and 10 issues later, nothing has changed about the way 
we feel or the kind of magazine we want to make. 


Our aim is to be honest, passionate, and 
unmerciful - while making a magazine th; 
reads great and looks real pretty. We hope 
you’ve enjoyed it so far. 
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k TftotJSiWJ ^^fJTS 
Ipthcfs. ihe GurcHai 
9 ^bl&a ftlfidrtdtiM 

kdlTCflCCIS on itfr n CMtiams] ChnU 
fc ${ Ac wgii m i w woi e a . 
■zrU'iff'Sie Asuvaiy al tier Uteat as 
... .e'l $ter IM frw* ibe cjfisciflfl here Seen 
h ihe Ugiv %fcr. Z«#i(eiie4JlfMi^!, 
»kr W J^ns *e<r;A*. 1Ws nst bad ter 
iQ Easierii Nrrsplatt <wtifig m a ^aid tengue. 

t hsL^ s*ie canienat te Jamg 'a pruale 
:i»sen". tiyan snhe euhisncts) b LUies. 

LWLies: What do you remember ef the 
authoritarianism of the Chiesat government 
when yoa 


1 ^ irs'^abEdKine nbon 

nlieofe^Mtiie ^Os 

LWLies; Im mrt a lity isjtfery measured, but 
there's angecjnstdieiow the surface - wouid 
you say that's fair? 

Li'. Wei*, Lmnot an anefy setscr. ui i,«e<jid 
heMale b use ilie ward '•n^'. ir's i^oe 
disiilijsi owne .1 IbRli. 

I wi jpf Can you taik us through the process 
of writing it? Did it bring up painfui memories? 
Li; When t was inLhtnjjn 19'.'^ it was the liiO-ytJ 
btrthd^ QlCh 2 iit\a'i Mac, and all oi a sudffen 
•here wm t*is renewed ailtuiraircin lot ihis . 
delator IwntmLiOt itemv an irnuetSBiijter oi 
■iiBU, jr.(I I *35 atnaaed arid siioofeetl-becaust lins 
guy tiarf been ctead (or 20 v'isoto 1 ahvayi wanted 
toywtsd sloiyabout H'is diL,'iGt'sit»u6*sonutor. 
fQ linmo-ealr^becarite the.tot st>ori story I wrote, 
cstcry orthwifllaytrs; owe ts tt* inroersonator. 
ana ics ns sMiy. but ift disc oui '^lory, out 


LWLies: There's a iine about how the 
Americans wiii "never know of our iove 
for them” that's eoibiematic of the guif Of 
understanding between East and West, bbs 
that apparent at the time? 
bw^s. When (was growiKgLDtlfbiiflil ma! 
iievtem (hp Western world suffaed.aiEl I was 
so hawy Mdt M iiad been liberaMd. ftut vras !*« 
cemmes tied al hte Iirm. ibal v^e i^re gbing to 
[ib«u*e hie Wesleni wwW 


LWLies: When did^^^^^^mttbatttiat 
w a t n ot really hie case.* 

Li: It cane greduaUy faber used lo work neid 
doer lo 2 Bi3«i called Thi friertdblliH Hblel'. ftdCk 
Iheri It was (he only h*site dial ioreigners could hd. 
I went there eece. and on Ibis «^e of Kie lence 
wos we. arul on Me Glhdrr 9de wee ivhiie kids 
Iran Western coehNes. Fhey wereridirt^u^s 
- 1 iteghi hut they inedtniNaueri' Thsi'^iusi an 
ewtdote oi how I Hint Ihey haj all itfcif things 
then didn't tave 


LWLies: You're yette irtriie’ In Chinese 
because, you've said, it eiaarianguaga you 
never used to eapress your emotions. Will 
that change? 

Li: I'lo, I IhinK rny Chinese got stuck somewhere ■ 




SYNOPSIS: IN A VILLAGE A BOY IS BORN WITH 
THE FACE OF CHAIRMAN MAO. THOUGH HIS 
FATHER HAS BEEN EXECUTED FOR COUNTER- 
REVOLUTIONARY BELIEFS. THE BOY’S FACE 
TAKES HIM TO BEIJING WHERE HE BECOMES. 
FOR HIS VILLAGE. A LIVING SYMBOL OF 
HISTORY AS THE OFFICIAL IMPERSONATOR 
OF THE DICTATOR. AFTER MAO’S DEATH, 

THE FALL OF COMMUNISM BRINGS THE 
MEANING OF THE DICTATOR'S LIFE INTO 
QUESTION. AND THE BOY - NOW A MAN 
- WILL EVENTUALLY RETURN TO HIS VILLAGE 
IN DISGRACE TO PERFORM A SHOCKING ACT 
THAT WILL COMPLETE AN ANCIENT CYCLE 
OF EVENTS. 

The day the dictator claims the communist victory in 
our country, a young carpenter in our town comes 
home to his newly wedded wife. 

"It says we are going to have a new life from 
now on," the young wife tells the husband, pointing 
to a loudspeaker on their roof. 

"New or old, life is the same," the husband 
replies. He gets his wife into bed and makes love 
to her, his eyes half-closed in ecstasy while the 
loudspeaker is broadcasting a new song, with men 
and women repeatng the same lyrics over and over. 

This is how the son is conceived, in a chorus 
of Communism is so great, so great, so great The 
same song is broadcast day after day, and the 
young mother hums along, touching her growing 
belly, and cutting carefully the dictator's pictures 


from newspapers. Of course we never call him the dictator. We call him Our Father, Our Saviour, the North 
Star of Our Lives, the Never Falling Sun of Our Era. Like most women of her generation, the mother is 
illiterate. Yet unlike others, she likes to look at newspapers, and she saves the pictures of the dictator in a 
thick notebook. Isn't she the woman with the greatest wisdom in our town? 

The son is born with the dictator’s face, a miracle unnoticed by us at first. For the next 10 years we will 
avoid looking at him, for fear we will see his dead father in his face. The father was a hardworking man, 
nice to his neighbours, good to his wife. We would never have imagined that he would be an enemy of our 
newborn communist nation. Yet there are witnesses, not one, but a whole pub of evening drinkers. 

What gets him killed is his comment about heroes and sows. At this time, we respect the communist 
power above us as our big brother. In our big-brother country, the Soviet Union, it is said, women are 
encouraged to produce babies for the communist cause, and those who have given birth to a certain 
number of babies are granted the titte mother hero. Now that we are on the same highway to the same 
heaven, the dictator decides to adopt the same policy. 

The young carpenter is a little drunk when he jokes aloud to his fellow drinkers, “Mother heroes? My 
sow has given birth to 10 babies in a litter. Shouldn't she be granted a title too?" 

Thafs H a malicious attack on the dictator's population policy. The carpenter is executed after a public 
trial. All but his wife attend the meeting, every one of us sticking our fists high and hailing the People's 
victory, our unanimous voice drowning out the wife's moans from her bed. We shout slogans when the bullet 
hits the young man's head. We chant revolutionary songs when his body is paraded in the street. When we 
finally lose our voices from exhaustion, we hear the boy’s first cry, loud and painful, and for a moment, it is 
difficult for us to took into one another's eyes. What have we done to a mother and baby? Wasn't the dead 
young man one of our brothers? 

What we do not know, at the time, is that a scholar in the capital has been thrown in jail and tortured to 
death for predictng a population explosion and calling for the dictator to change the policy. Nor do we know 
that in a meeting with the leader of the big-brother country in Moscow, the dictator has said that we do not 
fear another world war or nuclear weapons: Let the Americans drop the atomic bombs on our beads. We 
have 500 million people in our nab'on. Even if half of us are killed, we still have 250 million, and these 250 
million would produce another 250 million in no time. 

Later, when we read his words in the newspaper, our blood boils. For the years to come, we will live 
with our eyes turned to the sky, waitng for the American bombs to rain down on us, waiting to prove to the 
dictator our courage, and our loyalty. T 
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For years we do not know if it is a blessing or a disaster that a boy with the dictator’s face lives among 
us. We treat the boy and his mother as the most precious and the most fragile treasure we have, never 
breathing one word about them to an outsider. 

“It may not be a good thing," our old people warn us, and tell us the story of one of our Grand Papas, 
who happened to have the same nickname as the emperor and was thrown into a well to drown. There are 
things that are not allowed to exist in duplicates," the old people say. 

Yet none of us dares to say one disrespectful word about the boy's face. As he grows older, he looks 
more and more like the dictator. Sometmes as we walk past him in the street, there is a surge of warmth in 
our chests, as if the dictator himself were with us. This is the time when the dictator becomes larger than 
the universe in our nation. Illiterate housewives who have used old newspapers as wallpaper and who have, 
accidentally, reversed the titles with the dictator's name in them are executed. Parents of little firstgraders 
who have misspelled the dictator's name are sent to labour camps. With the boy living among us, we are 
constonOy walking on a thin layer of ice above deep water. 

Our young man becomes the sole face that represents the dictator in the naton, and thus start the most 
glorious years of his life. Movies about the dictator, starring our young man, are filmed by the government- 
run movie factory. Back in town, we cram into our only theatre and watch the movies, secretly blaming our 
mothers or wives for not having given birth to a great face. 

The young man is too preoccupied with his new role to know such stories. He appears in the national 
celebratons for all the holidays. His most loyal audience, we sit alt night long in front of the television and 
wait for his appearance. On the screen, men and women sing and dance with hearty smiles on their faces 
like well-trained kindergarteners. Children four or five years old flirt with one another, singing love songs 
like joyful parrots. At such moments, those of us who think a little more than others start to feel uneasy, 
haunted by a strange fear that our people are growing down instead of growing up. But the worry vanishes 
when our young man, the dictator's impersonator, shows up. People on the screen stand up in ovation 
and hold out their hands to be shaken. Young women with the prettest faces rush to him with bouquets 
of flowers. Kids swarm around him and call him by the name of the dictator. Nostalgic tears fill everyone's 
eyes. For a moment we believe fime has stopped. The dictator is still alive among us, and we are happily 
living as his sons. 

But time has sneaked by while we were mesmerised by our young man's face. Now we have Sony and 
Panasonic; we have Procter & Gamble, Johnson & Johnson. We have imported movies in which men and 
women hold hands freely in the street, and they even kiss each other without a trace of fear in their eyes. 

Our life, we realise, is not as happy as we have been taught to think. People in those capitalist countries are 
not waiting for us to be their liberators. They never know of our love for them. 

This must be a difficult period for our young man as well. Biographies and memoirs about the dictator 
appear overnight like spring grass. Unlike the books written collectively by the government-assigned writng 
groups, these books spell trouble the moment they appear. Soon they are decided to be illegal publications, 
and are confiscated and burned in great piles. Yet some of the words have spread out, bad words about the 
dictator. Mouth to mouth the rumours travel, how under his reign 50 million people have died from famine 
and political persecution. But if you looked at the number closely, you would realise that is tar less than what 
the dictator was willing to sacrifice to American nuclear bombs. So what is all the fuss about’ 

Still, we start to think about what we have been led to believe all these years. Once doubt starts, it 
runs rampant in our hearts like wildfire. Our young man's face appears on the television regularly, but the 
face has lost its aura. Those of us who have been waiting for his proposal are eager to sell our daughters 
to the first offer available. The young man’s mother, now a garrulous old woman, walks in the street and 
grabs whomever she can to tell his stories, none of which impresses us anymore. From the mother we have 
learned he is touring across the nation with our present leader, a trip designed to inspire our national belief 
in communism. So what? we ask, and walk away before the mother has the chance to elaborate. 

The tour ends early when a protest breaks out in the capital. Thousands of people rally for democracy 
in the centre of the capital, where the dictator's memorial museum is less and less visited. Threatened 
and infuriated, our present leader orders the army to fire machine guns at the protesters. Astonishing 
as the event is, it slips out of memory as soon as the dead are burned to ashes in the state-supervised 
crematorium. The leader has said, as we later read in newspapers, that he is willing to kill 200,000 lives 
in exchange for 20 years of communist stabili^. Numbed by such numbers, we will echo his words and 
applaud his wisdom when we are required to publicly condemn those killed in the incident 

In no tme the big-brother country above us no longer exists. Then one-by-one our comrades in arms 
take turns exiting the historical stage. Confused as we are, we do not know what to think of them, whether 
we should envy, despise, or pi^ them ■ 

Extracted from A Thousand ifears of Good Prayers by Yiyun Li. Published by FourUt Estate ©Yiyun Li 2006. 
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The first time I travelled to China was in early spring 2004. When one of the friends in 
the group I travelled with told me there were a lot of interesting bands in Beijing. I was 
more than alarmed. For over two years I had been watching all the Chinese movies 
wfiich were screened at the film festivals I was able to attend, and I had tried to read all 
the Chinese novels which had been translated into German or English. I wanted to learn 
everything about a country which everyone says is going to overtake us soon. As I'd 
started rny journalistic career writing about popular culture - especially about punk and 
rock music - 1 was very keen on getting to know punk and rock music in China. 

The only rock musician we had ever heard of before was Cui Jian, a guy in his forties 
who is said to be the godfather of rock 'n' roll in China, and who used to sing protest 
songs during the democracy movement in 1989. But the first band we met in Beijing 
was Hang On The Box, and it is no wonder that they became one of the most important 
bands in Beijing Subb/es, a documentary that we hadn’t even thought of until then. 

When we first met the girls we were simply blown away. Wang Yue, Yilina and Shenggy 
(who unfortunately has since left the band) were so pert, almost arrogant - they knew 
how to dress, how to behave and what to say. They were completely unlike the older 
generation who we thought of as representing Chinese rock. And what we found almost 
more inspiring than this; they seemed to know more about cool new bands from Europe 
than we did. t 




George Lindt, who was with us too, had just finished a music documentary on some 
German bands from Hamburg and Berlin, and he was planning to release it on the 
record label he had run since the early '90s. He immediately had the idea of shooting 
Hang On The Box, and from that point it didn’t take long unfil we decided to make a 
documentary on young bands from Beijing. 

A few weeks after returning to Germany I won quite a generous journalism scholarship. 

I went back to Beijing in the summer of 2004 and started to do my research. I bought 
all the CDs I could find - which is not a big deal in a country where a CD is less than 
one pound. I picked some bands I had heard of and some others whose music I found 
nteresting, then I called them and made appointments. I called George and asked him 
to pack his camera and get on the next flight to Beijing. 

When George arrived we had little more than two weeks to shoot, and as we didn’t have 
a script there was no plan that we were going to follow. But we knew what we wanted 
to know from these bands. We wanted to find out why these young Chinese people 
were so different from their contemporaries. We wanted to know how they’d managed 
to escape a society in which everybody seems to be fixated on climbing the social 
ladder and accumulating wealth. We wanted to know how difficult it is to be different 
in a country where individualism means something different than anywhere else in the 
world. We wanted to find out how it is to refuse to work and to consume, and to be 
creative instead. 

When we met the first bands - only some of them were later portrayed in Beaing 
Bubbles -we were astonished at how quickly they were wiling to let us into their 
lives. Often we met them in the early afternoon, then they invited us to their homes, 
introduced us to their friends or families, went out dining with us and took us to their 
gig or to some gigs of other bands they knew. They asked us to meet them again the 
next afternoon or they caled bands we wanted to meet and made appointments for us. 

We had the feeling they understood immediately what we wanted from them and v4io 
we were. We were 10 years older than them but although George and I have been a 
couple for years, we haven’t married or even started a family until now. We are still 
enthusiastic about living from day-to-day and doing jobs that bring a lot of fun but not 
necessarily a lot of money. The bands and us - we liked each other. We were at eye 
level. George used to wear a button during the shoot which said, 1 was a punk before 
you’, and our protagonists had to laugh about it each time they saw it. 

After only three days we knew that we didn’t want to make a conventional music 
documentary about the life of these musicians on stage and back stage. Instead, we 
wanted to make a documentary about the life of young people in China who are more 
courageous than others. We didn’t only like the passion and humour of these musicians. 
We weren’t only reminded of the times when punk was the big thing in Europe. And we 
didn’t only feel as if punk had slid to the other side of the world. We also thought that 
its pathos, its sacred seriousness and its beloved old attitudes were being given a new 
raison d’etre in China. 


We were deeply touched that it is much braver there to run around with tattoos, with 
strange, oversized shirts and with a hairstyle that makes no sense to most hard- 
working people. When they told us that they started their days with beer, and that they 
love to watch TV and just think the whole time, we weren’t only amused but awestruck. 

China is not only a fast-developing society where everybody believes that education 
is the most important thing, it is also a country in which many people of the older 
generation were excluded from education for a long time. Many of them are still 
excluded from social advance. Even today 60 per cent of all Chinese citizens are 
peasants. When our musicians told us that they just want to sing, drink and fuck we 
were more than amused, too. China is a country where prudery still reigns, where 
tradition from Confucius to Mao forbids talking about embarrassing things like sex. 

When they told us where they grow their hemp we also knew that this was more special 
in a country where drug users still end up in re-education camps. 

When asked what they think about their government, most of our musicians seemed to 
be bored. Unlike Cui Jian, they don’t want to write protest songs any more. Maybe thafs 
because they are not threatened by police crackdowns or other restrictions, but still we 
thought they were subversive. We found that their behaviour gave us an insight into a 
country w+iere the government withdraws more and more, and where the economy gets 
more and more powerful. We found the statements they made by their way of living 
much more meaningful in today's China than the present statements of Cui Jian. 

Often they live in shabby apartments in the suburbs, far away from glitzy downtown. 
While drinking alcohol and hanging around, they dreamed of travelling abroad and 
seeing citieslike London, where punk was invented. And v4iile everybody around us in 
Beijing seemed busy and breathless, they always had lots of time for us. 

Our musicians cannot expect to become famous or rich in the near future. There’s only 
one independent record company, which doesn’t treat their artists very well. These 
musicians don’t find a big audience because most Chinese prefer to go to restaurants 
and KTV-bars after work, and not to rock concerts. This is also the reason why there 
are only five clubs where the local bands can play, and only 20 bands in Beijing who try 
to make music for a living. 

But still our musicians play on. They have found themselves. Maybe one of the reasons 
for this is that they often don’t have a working-class background. Their parents are 
better educated than the national standard, and support them at least mentally. For 
these musicians, music doesn’t have to be a way to get ahead. But we think they are 
brave and have an important function. 

Like many Chinese poets, artists and phitosophers before them, they seem to be 
more free and bolder than many others. We had the impression that a society like the 
Chinese needs people like them. Maybe one day they wil be asked how things can be 
slowed down. If that happens, then they might have the chance to become a big and 
powerful alternative youth movement. It was this hope that gave us the idea to call our 
documentary Baling Bubbles. For us, this name carried the dreams, the enthusiasm 
and the vitality of these musicians. But it carried their fragility and insecurity, too: 
bubbles are not very stable. They tend to burst ■ 



FROM THE ATHENIAN ACROPOLIS 
TO DOWNTOWN MANHATTAN, 
CONSTRUCTION PROJECTS ARE 
PHYSICAL EXPRESSIONS OF A 
COUNTRY’S NATIONAL IDENTITY. 
WHAT IS CHINA TRYING TO TELL 
US ABOUT ITSELF? 


WORDS BY MIKE BRETT 


The fearsome reputation of Chinese workers has come a long way since the days when it took them 
2000 years to bulk) a wall. Okay, ifs the only man-made structure visible from space, but the contractor 
said it would be done in six months. 

The barbarian hordes might now be able to peek through increasingly large gaps in the crumbling 
Great Wall, but China is welt and truly reasserting itself as a global superpower after decades of political 
turmoil and economic stagnation. What better way to show the rest of the world you mean business 
than with a bunch of construction projects driven by a truly breathtaking combination of ideolog'tcal will, 
overwhelming manpower and newfound financial clout? 

Here are tour of the biggest, baddest and most mind-bogglingly ambitious. Together they're the 
story of a country in a position of unique power; a monolithic state by turns terribly efficient and 
terri^ingiy indifferent 


Ihff. A Chinese Government Ministry - Day 


ENGINEER Sir, we really love this whole idea of dammir® the world's wildest i 
more than a million people living in the way. 

CHINESE GOVERNMENT Tell them to move. 

ENGINEER Erm, okay. 


but there appear to be 


If anyone were to dramatise the political machinations behind the world's biggest construction project, 
the script might be a little longer and more complex than this. Then again, it might not. In the years 
following the inception of the Three Gorges Dam in 1993, the barrier has proved to be the most stubbornly 
implemented and controversial engineering project since Bill Clinton suggested building a viewing gallery in 
his intern’s bathroom. 

By the time the last nickel of the $25 billion (official) budget is spent in 2009, the dam will span the 
colossal Yangtze River, generating hydroelectric energy equivalent to that produced by 15 nuclear plants. 
Think of It as the mother of all power showers. 

On the down side, it wilt also have forced thousands of farmers from their property and livelihood, 
giving rise to charges of official corrupton that make Robert Maxwell look like a man of impeccable 
financial integrity. Whilst the dam walls have been erected ahead of schedule, villagers have seen plans for 
their new homes delayed or abandoned. Compensation intended for their relocation has also disappeared 
into the murky world of backhanders and bureaucratic corruption. In 2005 one official was executed for 
slipping a cool $1,5 million into his back pocket, which probably seems like a fairly hefty commission if 
you're one of the millions of rural Chinese living on less than a dollar a day. T 


CITIES OF GOLD 

Who are the world's most fertile people? 

Goir® by recent history it's the fishermen of 
China's southern coastal village of Shenzhen. 
Just over 25 years ago the waters lapping 
against the shores of this municipal area 
supported around 20,000 seamen and their 
families. Now they are overflowing with the 
chemical effluent from a staggering metropolis 
of 13 million people. 

Cynics might suggest this 650fold 
increase in numbers has less to do with tte 
local trawlermen's sexual potency than the 
industrial boom created by the Chinese 
government's decision to designate the ci^ as 
one of four Special Economic Zones at the start 
of the 1980s. 

In a Schumacher-defying U-turn on fiscal 
policy, then-president of the PRC Deng Xiaoping 
proclaimed that, to get rich is glorious'. With 
post-Cuttural Revolution China struggling to 
kick-start its economy, Deng's words sparked a 
monumental goldrush and a tenuously planned 
building programme which many claim is 
responsible for establishing one of the world's 
most dystopian cities - think Milton Keynes but 
with even more roundabouts. 

Literalfy translated, Shenzhen means ‘deep 
drains', traditionally because of the network of 
waterways criss-crossing the region. Nowadays, 
soaring levels of pollution and a seedy criminal 
underworld give the name an altogether darker 
meaning. As the highrises have shot up from 
the pavements, so too has the number of 
permitless migrants desperate to escape China's 
poverty-stricken countryside lor a living wage 
in the city. 

Unfortunately, Shenzhen's move towards 
a market economy has been about as orderly 
as the moshpit at a Marilyn Manson gig. The 
lure of the city's rapidly acquired wealth has 
created mass unemployment, appalling labour 
exploitafion, and near-legendary levels of 
prostitution and crime. Steal of the decade has 
to go to the armed gang who reportedly made 
off with an escalator from a newly-opened Metro 
station. Given that convicted bag snatchers can 
face the death penalty in Shenzhen, these 
gun-toting thieves will surely be climbing the 
stairway to heaven if caught 


ON TOP OF THE WORLD 

Anyone old enough to remember the heady days of nationalised rail in the UK will probably recall draughty 
carriages and lukewarm cups of Bovril from the only buffet car with funcboning electrics. The Qinzang 
railway, a product of China's controversial Western Development Strategy, is an altogether more luxurious 
advert for Government transport policy. 

Passengers with tickets tor the new 48-hour express train from Beijing to Lhasa, the capital of Tibet, 
will be able to lie back and enjoy the complimentary oxygen supplies as they glide across hundreds of 
kilometres of permafrost on the world's highest railway line. As you negotiate the Tanggula Pass (the 
railway's highest point at 5,072 metres above sea level), just try not to heed the warnings that ballpoint 
pens have been known to explode at this altitude, or that climate change may soon melt the layers of ice 
currently supporting some of the track foundatrans. 

Leaving such reservations aside, the Qinzar® rail link is undoubtedly one of the engineering wonders 
of the world. Unfortunately, no one thought to ask the Tibetans whether they actually wanted carriage 
loads of new visitors popping over (or through) the mountains to say m hao. The cross-cultural havoc 
that can be wreaked by a backpacker armed with a badly-stocked iPod and unkempt goatee is well 
documented. More seriously, the predicted influx of Han Chinese immigrants is already concerning 
campaigners who fear that the shiny new trains pulling into Lhasa station are intended to tighten Beijing's 
political grip on their barely-autonomous compatriots. 

Amnesty has compiled a charge list longer than Confucius' beard documenting China's brutal 
suppression of separatist ideas and demonstrations in the west of the country. Locals are understandably 
nervous, then, about the altitude allowance, remoteness bonus and tax concessions offered to settlers 
arriving from other parts of the Republic. 

Economic incentives publicised by Beijing have already been used to lure Chinese settlers into the 
remote but resource-rich western province of Xinjiang. As the only remaining region where an ethnic group 
outnumbers Chinese residents, Tibet is now seen by many as the last battleground for nationalists wishing 
to prevent a possible break-up of the Motherland. 

TAKE THE WEATHER WITH YOU 

Winnir® the right to host the world's biggest sporting event in 2(X)8 has given China the opportunity 
to showcase its industrial might on a global stage. Unencumbered by the pesky problems of liberal 
democracy (like tax payers saying, 'How much?' every time you whisper a budget projection), the Chinese 
Olympic Committee has lavished billions of yuan on a nnassrve airport expansion and a generation of stadia 
which make the new Wembley look like the auditorium of your local bingo hall. 

The centrepiece of the Olympic construction project is the Beijing National Stadium, which is designed 
to resemble an illuminated bird's nest. The interwoven strands of the stadium's facade allow it to be 
ventilated naturally, while state-of-the-art polymer panels inflate to make its walls weatherproof should a 
storm blow in. 

But there are tew thirds as annoying as spending half a decade and hundreds of millions of dollars on 
a glorified athletics meet onty tor it to piss down during the opening cerempny. Previous organisers have 
had little option but to buy out local shopkeepers' umbrella stocks and stretch a tarpaulin over the VIP 
area. Then again, previous organisers haven't earmarked an annual budget of S50 milton for the Beijing 
Weather Modification Office. 

Yep, you guessed it with less than two years until the Olympic flame is lit the Chinese state machine 
is now extending its jurisdiction to the clouds scudding through the sky over Tiananmen Square. By 
using anti-aircraft guns to fire silver iodide into threatening-looking specimens, BWM officials can induce 
nimbostratus clouds to rain themselves out before they come to hover over Olympian heads. The 
technology isn't yet perfect, but it has already been used to good effect at the Giant Panda Festival in 
Sichuan (honestly, their hair is just unmanageable when it gets damp) ■ 
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Think ‘Chinese art' and, chances ai«, 

yoj'll picture aricierit artisans in silk robes scrawling 
on brittle parchment. Or perhaps it conjures images 
of the Cultural Revoluton; garish propaganda 
posters with their famine-tree workers plougiing 
fteids for the Chairman. 

Either way, you need to get with the 
program. Chinese art has undergone one radicai 
transformation after another since the dark days of 
the '60s, when arts official function was to serve 
as a tool of politics; when, as Feng Boyt, curator of 
the China Now' exhibifion atVienna's Essl Collection 
of Contemporary Art has it art “reflected the 
established model values, and exerted a subliminal 
influence on the people's outlook". 

Like everything else in Mao's China, art was 
a centralised endeavour, rigidly controlled by the 
government's thou^t police. Even as Mao's de facto 
successor, Deng Xiaoping, encouraged a progressive 
economic policy in the '80s, and artists responded 
by putfiing the boundaries of this tentafive liberalism, 
change was stubbornly resisted by the establi^ment. 


These are the murky roots of contemporary art in China - an avant-garde movement at odds with 
state-sanctioned ideology, and characterised, again according to Feng Boyi, by a “primlwe power of 
enthusiasm and impulse”. Work by the likes of Feng Mengbo and Song Dong, the New Realists and the 
New Cynics, was politically and culturally engaged; it was subversive and unsafe. It was dangerous. 

The authorities responded by shutting the artsts off from exhibitions and public spaces. Beijing's 
China Art Gallery was out of bounds. Fine Art, the Chinese Artists' Association periodical, derided the 
entire scene. Song Dongs solo exhibifion at the Central Academy of Fine Arts was closed after half 
an hour. Some were arrested. 

So avant-garde went underground, but it didn't go away. In the early '90s exhibitions were held in 
houses, apartments and on universi^ campuses. As travel restrictions were eased new impetus was 
added by the return of artsts from overseas - figures like Ai Weiwei who would breafii new life and ideas 
into Chinese art. Eventually, as this underground scene gathered a momentum of its own, and as the 
government continued to find ways to suppress t, the West began to sit up and take note. 

As Feng Boyi points out, t was fine authorities' very desire to stemp out avant-garde art that led to ts 
international exposure: "Banned from public exhibfions," he says. The artists had to show their works in 
basements, wttich made them seem more mysterious. And the more mysterious they seemed the more 
foreign reporters came, and the more attention it drew from the international media." 

But here is where the evolution of Chinese art gets a bit sticky. The optimistic view (think of it as 
the 'short story") is that Western money and interest boosted the profile of local artists, forced the 
government to relax its hard-line stance and, in concert with the complicated flux of global economics, 
bengnly patronised a healthy, no, a rocket-powered market for contemporary art. And they all lived 
happily ever after, t 






Like most stories, there's some truth iri this. As 
Stmori Groom, Head ot Exhibitons at Tate Liverpool 
-whose own show, 'The Real Thing: Contemporary 
Artfrom China', kicks ott at the end of March 
- points out: 'The contemporary art market has 
gone crazy.” Last February, at an auction of New 
Realist and New Cynical work from the mid '90s in 
New York, prices went up 10 times over. Two months 
later at Sotheby's in Hong Kong, an oil paintng by 
contemporary artist Chang Lu fetehed a record S3.6 
million - four imes the estimate. 

Craig Clunas, Professor of Chinese and East 
Asian Art at London's School of Oriental and African 
Studies, puts It succinctly: "What we're seeing is the 
normalisation of Chinese contemporary art. We're 
moving from the phase where contemporary art 
was seen as Chinese art that just happened to be 
contemporary, to it being seen as contemporary 
art that just happens to be Chinese." 

VWiy now, though? What changed to make 
Chinese art suddenly not just interesting but 
desirable? It wasn't so long ago that Charles 
Saatchi dismissed the entire country's output as 
“kitsch". Now his revamped gallery is opening 
Its swanky new Chelsea pad with an exhibtion of 
Chinese modern art. 

Is Chinese art on everybody's lips because 
the art is cool and good and interestng, or because 
China Itself is suddenly a global hot topic? is it a 
case of the emperor's new clothes? “I think tfs a 
bit of both," says Groom. There's our fascination 
with the fact that at any moment China could call in 
the national debt ot America and the whole global 
capitalist system would collapse. But there's also a 



lot of really attractive new stuff happening there in a way that it couldn't happen anywhere else." Stuff like? 
There are no taboos of the kind that we have here, so the performance art element is really shocking; 
the fact that you can purfie human brains and eat foetuses." 

But as both Groom and Professor Clunas acknowledge, this cosy, colonialistview of Western 
influence isn't the whole story. For one thing, ifs been a tong, hard path to those auctions in New York 
and Hong Kong. Exhibitions of Chinese work have been taking place in the West since at least 1990 when 
Fei Daiwei curated 'China: Demain Pour Hied in the southern French province of the Var. More strikingly, 
before the decade was out Feng Boyi and A Weiwei would stage a show at the Shanghai Biennial whose 
title, 'Fuck Off (Uncooperative)', showed two fingers to Western art structures. 

In this not-so-rosy view of the evolution of Chinese art (the 'long' version). Western media, collectors 
and critics play a far more ambivalent role. 

From the outset. Western interpretations of Chinese art were distorted by the context and discourse 
of the Cold War. In an unpublished text from 1992, Response from the Core - Thoughts from the Beijing 
East Viiiage Artists, Kong Bu assembled what amounts to an insider's manifesto in which he stated. 

The arttsts are interested in their own existenttal experiences. They place importance on... the specific 
contexts that their works give rise to, creafing only from what their own conditions permit" In other 
words, the artists didn't see themselves as political dissidents - they were individuals grappling with a 
new sense of self. 

Though there's a poltical edge to this individualism (at odds with traditional communist collecCvism), 
with the Cold War barely thawed that wasn't enough for the crowing capitalists. They wanted, perhaps 
needed, these artists to stand more obviously for freedom and democracy", so they began to filter the 
market based not just on their tastes but on political preconceptions. The result was that international 
e>hibitions would choose work based on its so-called ideology rather than its artstic merits. 

The knock-on effect of this practice was even more problematic; it began to skew the whole art 
scene away from what the artsts wanted towards what international collectors expected. Towards 
what Professor Clunas describes as “an accessible frisson of the exotic - stuff that plays on ideas or 
symbols that are going to ring a bell with audiences in Paris, but which aren't necessarily meaningful to 
other Chinese". 

So what IS the 'truth' of contemporary art in China today? In a way ifs simple: there is no truth, no 
abstract concept of 'what tfs like'. But both Professor Clunas and Simon Groom believe that too much of 
our thinking is rooted in outdated ideas. There are very few exhibitions that really reflect the kind of art 
that IS being shown in China," says Groom. The thing you need to understand," adds Professor Clunas, 

“is that things are moving at such a terrific pace that issues like subjectvity and the role of the individual, 
which were very meaningful in the '80s, are just taken for granted now. That stuff's old-fashioned." 
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For ProfessorCljoas, the hey is varied and 
competitioi. For Groom, it's the very speeded up nature 
of China, and the probfems t poses for artists, that 
makes current work so interesting: “You walk down the 
streets there and they're puttng things up at a pace 
that you or I or most artistsjust wouldn't conceive 
possible," he says, “it must make you feel pretty 
demoralised, but you've got to continually respond to it" 
In theory, that means a new generation of young artists 
more fully and sincerely engaged with the world around 
them than ever betore. 

But not everybody is so upbeat Tamsin Roberts 
owns the Red T Space, a gallery in Beijings artiste 
quarter, and her on-the-ground assessment is bleak. 
“Modern art is becoming less and less creative,” she 
says. “In my opinion, at the moment there is a lack of 
truly original material and content" Surprisingly, she 
puts this down to the popularity ot tie market. Prices 
are so high and the rewards so great tiat the temptation 
for successful artists to repeat themselves is simply 
too much. One, Yin Jun, bought a house and car oft the 
proceeds of only eigit montis of sales. “It's crazy," says 
Roberts, "but an increasingly common pattern for young 
artists with a bit of luck." 

Perhaps tie f nal irony is that just as China gets 
to grips with tie value of its artistic heritage, and 
offers artsts more freedom and opportuni^ tian ever 
before, many of them are beginning to feel a sense 
of cultural dislocaton. As contemporary art goes 
overground, and the threat of imprisonment recedes, 
many of the artists simply don't know what to say. “A 
lot of artists feel slightly lost," says Groom. “They don't 
know where the limits are. Often the point ot making 
work was seeing just how close you could come to the 
edge. But it things aren't getting closed down, what's 
the point of making work? " 

That creativi^ should suffer at exactly the same 
time as huge sums of money are thrown around the 
world's auction rooms tiiows that in this respect 
at least, Qiina's artistic community is probably no 
different from anywhere else in the world. But for all the 
problems, that sense of vibrancy remains. There's a new 
generation," says Groom, whose exhibition at the Tate 
includes 1 1 brand new pieces, and nothing at all from 
before 2000, “a new spirit in Qiinese art” While that 
survives there is always hope: like Mao said, it only takes 
a single spark to start a prairie fire ■ 

Ail artwork coirtesy of; 

CHINA NOW 

The ESSL COLLECTION of Ccntemporaiy Art 
(15 August 2006 - 25 February 2(507) 

THE REAL THING: CONTEMPORARY ART FROM 
CHINA EXHIBITION 

Tate Liverpool 

(30 March 2007 - 10 June 2007) 
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THE BRITISH MAY THINK OF THEMSELVES AS THE 
GUARDIANS OF THE GOOD. HONEST CUPPA, 
BUT WE'RE TEA-DRINKII^G ARRIVISTES 
COMPARED TO THE CHINESE. 


The hallowed tradition of tea drinking is synonymous with peace, 
calm and reflection. But it can also be the unassuming cause of all evil. 
Take Zhang Yimou's Curse of the Golden Flower. Gong Li's Empress 
Phoenix is having an affair with her husband's son from a previous 
marriage, causing the cuckolded emperor to reap his own revenge by 
ordering the court physician to spike her tea with poison. Murder aside, 
it’s a sacrilegious blow to the history of tea, whose cultural significance 
dates back over 3000 years. 

Legend traces the origin of tea to 2737 BC, vshen Qiinese emperor Shen Nung was sitting beneath 
a tree while his servant boiled drinking water. When leaves blew into the brew, Shen Nnng, a 
renowned herbalist, decided to try the infjsion which, conveniently, had come from the cameffia 
sinensis, from which the three basic types of tea - green, black and oolong - all oil^nate. 

In Cantonese culture, after a teacup is filled, the recipient may tap their bent index and 
middle lingers on the table to express grabtude to the person who served ttiem. It's a custom that 
originated in the eighteenth-century Qing dynasty when Emperor Qiarilong, the greatest tea lover 
of them all, traveled in disguise. His servants were forbidden to reveal his identity, but after 
receiving a cup of tea from the emperor, one servant found himself in a quandary. He was itchini 
to kowtow but instead bent his fingers on the table to express his grattude to tie enjjeror, 
without unmasking him. 

During tie Ming dynasty (1368-16441, tea parties in tie Forbidden City were held in Wenhua 
Hall - known as tie 'Hall of Literary Gtoiy - to honour Confucius. The emperor gave tea to the 
lecturer and his ministers so tie lecturer could moisten his tiroat before speaking. The whole 
ceremony symbolised a furthering of education. Black tea with milk was preferred, witi a fixed 
number of cows providing milk directly to tie royal tea kitohen. 

Emperor Huizong of tie early eleventtvcentory Song dynas^ was a tea connoisseur who 
loved tie stuff so much that he took to pouring boiling water over his subjects. Despite being 
a rubbi^ mediator of state affairs tie died in prison, a broken man), the emperor's personal 
tea serving reflected his cultured sensibility, and he would often comijete with his subordinates 
to see who could make the best cup. After his rule, being served tea by the emperor became 
a ritualised honour. 


Rumour has it that one of the finest teas in China is the monkey-p^ked tieguanym -an 
oolong tea that dates to the early eighteenth century in Fujian. Anottier legend tells at monkeys 
trained by monks to pick the finest leaves from wild tea trees growing in the Wuyi Mountains to be 
presented to Emperor Qianlong ■ 



THIS YEAR SEES 
THE TWENTIETH 
ANNIVERSARY OF THE 
RELEASE OF BERNARDO 
BERTOLUCCI'S THE LAST 
EMPEROR. RUNNING 
AT 160 MINUTES IN 
ITS ORIGINAL VERSION 
(219 MINUTES IN THE 
RECENTLY RELEASED 
DIRECTOR S CUT), AND 
COVERING SOME 60 
YEARS OF CHINESE 
HISTORY, IT INVOLVED 
HUNDREbS OF EXTRAS. 
LAVISH COSTUMES 
AND BRILLIANT 
CINEMATOGRAPHY BY 
VITTORIO STORARO. 

IT WAS PERHAPS ONE 
OF THE LAST GREAT 
HISTORICAL EPICS OF 
THE CENTURY. 


Despite the film's Ijstre of historical significance as the first feature film to shoot in the Forbidden City - the compound 
of China's imperial palace in Beijing - and a canvas of DeMille-like proportions, perhaps the most striking thing about the 
Last Emperor is not its huge scale, but its subtlety. 

Far removed from the narrative certainties of sweeping historical drama, the film relishes the sensitvibes and 
ambiguities of both events and characters. Most notably, the film is highly unusual in negabng its principle subject, 
Emperor Pu Yi, to a mere agent of historical forces. 

Ifs no coincidence that this is a conception of history of which Marx would be proud. Bertolucci is an avowed ' 
communist who makes deliberately political, though not polemical, films; films such as The Conformist, his 1970 work in 
which a fascist convert arranges the assassination of a dissident friend, and 1976's Novecento, a drama spanning the 
first half of the twentieth century in Italy, where communist peasants revolt against the fascist government. As with the 
work of Visconti and Pasolini, his films fuse the political and the personal. 

Such politics presumably did no harm when persuading the Chinese authorities to allow The Last Emperor to be 
made, Joyce Herlihy worked as Associate Producer on the film, and was there as the idea to shoot in the Forbidden City 
came about: 'There was a film that had recently been made about the silk roads, and the director - an Italian, I think - had 
made friends with the Chinese. That was the beginning ot being allowed to make The Last Emperor.” 

. Bertolucci offered the Chinese authorities two scripts: one for The Last Emperor, drawing heavily on Twilight in the 
Forbidden City, toe memoirs of Reginald Johnston, Pu Vi's tutor; the other an adaptation of Andre Malraux's existenbal novel 
La Condition Humaine (Man's Fatel, about toe failed communist revolution in 1920s Sian^i. 

T suppose when you look hack on it, it wasn't all that hard,” says Herlihy, “but it was a long process. It took five months, 
but toe Chinese cooperated. On the whole it was a wonderful experience." 

It is easy to see why the Chinese government favoured The Last Emperor. Pu Yi is virtually a non-person; a historical 
construct, emblemabc to each regime he found himself in either as ruler or citizen. To (Jing dynasty Qilna, he was the ‘Son of 
Heaven', ‘Ruler of 10,000 Years'. To the succession of increasingly hostile revolutionaries that seized power from 1911, he 
was toe embodiment of a corrupt and cruel regime. 

Ideology aside, when asked what the Chinese authorities pined from the film Joyce Herlhy's answer is more prosaic: 
‘Money, plenty of money.” That might explain why toe tooot progressed without much interference, although Joyce admits. 
There was always the feeling of being watched. One Sunday we went out near a little inlet and there was a man there in toe 
most amazing diving suit. I took a picture of him, and soon after I lost my camera. I could be wrong, but 1 think toafs why my 
camera went missing.” But bigger problems were on the way, as Herlihy admits: Tiananmen Square came after, and I think 
toafs when things changed.” 

One especially poignant scene in the film ^owsthe student protests of 1919, inflamed by the Republican governments 
corruption and German concessions in (hina being ceded to Japan by the Treaty of Versailles. In one making-of documentary, 
a Giinese crewmember explains proudly that the protests demonstrated the students' patriotism and the dawning of °a new 
awareness... toe ideology of a new age”. In the film, the students are met by a wall of troops, their bayonets fixed. The sense 
of fore^dowing is inescapable. 

Having been expelled from toe Forbidden City in 1924, Pu Yi became puppet Emperor of the Japanese state of 
Manchukuo in 1932, and following Japan's defeat in toe Second World War, was captured by toe Soviets and repatriated to 
China where he was 're-educated' under Mao's Cultural Revolution. Interviewed at toe tme, Bertolucci was at pains to stress 
that toe re-educatton process undergone by Pu Yiwas ‘not brainwashing”, that “they never asked him to be a communist, 
they just asked him to understand his mistakes". 

Bertolucci may have had a number of reasons for representing toe episode in a positive light, not least his dependence 
on Pu Vi's arguably unreliable memoirs, and his assessment may well have changed in toe light of Tiananmen, However, 

It would be a mistake to assume that the Chinese government would have refused to allow any criticism of toe Cultural 
Revoluton. 

In fact under Deng Xiaoping, a critical reappraisal of the Cultural Revolution had been permitted, initiated in toe 'Beijing 
Spring' of toe late '70s; that brief period of political liberalisation. This is perhaps best evidenced in a scene where Pu Yfs own 
prison governor is arrested and humiliated. The role is played by Ruocheng Ying - toe Chinese Depu^ Minister of Culture. 

In 1986, while the film was being shot Perestroika was gathering force in toe Soviet Union, and Deng Xiaoping was 
instigating a series of moderate economic and politicai reforms, including toe thawing of internatonal relations. Largely as a 
result of toe agreement on toe transferral of Hong Kong, toe Queen visited (toina toe same year, but was denied access to 
toe Forbidden City as it would have interfered with filming. 

Deng Xiaoping even indicated a possible reappraisal of toe Maoist Sino-Soviet Split (a diplomatic conflict between toe 
PRC and toe USSR that led to a schism in internatonal communism), inviting toe newly elected Gorbaihev to visit Beijing in 
1989. His visit partly inspired toe Tiananmen Square protest, and toe brutal suppression that followed effectively ended toe 
brief hope of a new era of peaceful democratisation. 

But The Last Emperor remains more than a mere historical drama. It is a rare example of a film toat embodies its 
narrative content in its own back-story, ft is a glimpse into both China's distant past, and its recent history; testament to a 
fleeting moment when walls were falling, and forbidden cities across toe world seemed to be opening their doors ■ 
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HOLLYWOOD’S DEPICTION OF MARTIAL ARTS IS RARELY CLOSE TO THEIR 
TRUE FORM. LWLIES DECIDED TO TRACK DOWN FOUR WISE MASTERS 
TO DISCOVER WHO GETS IT RIGHT, AND WHO SHOULD GET THE CHOP. 




WUSHU 


'WlJS^llJ' aid ‘Kung Fj' are both general terms that refer to a whole range of Chinese martial arts. As a sport, 
Wijshij may be judged through direct combat or via a noncontact demonstration of moves and roubles. 1>iis 
flexibili^ allows Wushu pracbboners to express themselves on a variety of levels. 

“It's not an aggress^e-looklng art' explains Philip Sahagun, one of California's most celebrated 
marbal artists. “Its not about faking power or energy, its about having skill over your body, stewing calmness 
while performing. Of all ftie martial arts Fve come across or seen or done, I think Wushu has to be the hi^st 
level of performance art" 

Last year, at fine age of 19, Sahagun took second place in fine international K-Star Tournament held 
at the legendary Shaolin Temple in China's Henan province. But if this conjures up images of Enter the Dragon- 
style fights to the death, think agam: 

“The Hollywood portrayal of tfie Shaolin Temple and all its disciplines is really flashy,' says Sahagun. 
“No one has really captured the fad that it’s humble. Wien you walk in and wateh the monks performir^, 
there's nothing flamboyant aboii it. They come out with tfieir head down, bow, then perform frieir routine, and 
that's iL I think in tee older generation of films especially, there's a big disconnect wilh reality, butwitein tee 
last five years films have started to show the peaceful trend of when and when not to use Wushu - like Jet Li in 
Hero, for example.' 

Witle b remains something of an acquired taste to Westerners, Asian audiences are more famibar 
with the star's commitment to supporbng Chinese culture. The 1982 film Shaolin Temple, and its two sequels, 
are particularly significant in this regard, as Li made these films solely te revive interest in the Henan landmark, 
which at tee bme had fallen inte disrepair. 

Sahagun believes this commitment has cemented Li's reputation: “Jet Li has a tongstanding 
background of achievement in tee martial arts community, rather than just being a performer or arbst With 
someone like Jackie Chan, I have respect for him, but he started in Chinese opera, so his roots are a bit 
different. Li started on the Asian Wushu team, and I still have videos of when he was a youte competitor. When 
he made tee transfer to movies, he tried to bring the spirit of Chinese Wuteu with him. That's Wiy so many 
people respect him." ▼ 




MUAY THAI 

Master Kevin Lloyd was one of the first people in ttie 
UK to learn Muay ■nnai, studying under Masters Toddy 
and Woody - the two Thai experts who brought the 
art to Britain in the 1970s. For over 20 years Lloyd 
and his associates have taught countless students, 
combining ancient Thai traditions with the orthodox 
principles ot the modern sport 

Despite clear differences in rules and 
practee, Sport England and other UK bodies tend to 
regard Muay Thai and Kickboxing as being the same 
thing. A similar tack of respect is found in the world 
ot film, with JeanOlaude Van Damme's Kickboxer 
series clumsily mixing Muay Thai with elements of 
Taekwondo and Shotokan Karate. Only in recent 
years has a more accurate representation emerged, 
thanks to Tony Jaa and Ong 8ak. 

"Ong 6ak covers it all,' says Lloyd. “You've 
got the spiritual side of things; it ^ows ^ Buddhism 
and the heritage ttiere, but then it shows the 
traditional side of things when he's getting ready tor 
filing in the ring: he wears long shorts rather than 
the usual satn ones, and he wears ropes around his 
fists, rather ttian boxing gloves. They really bring out 
the traditional values ot the sport' 

Wiile not quite a ‘pure' representation - Ong 
6ak does make some use of Taekwondo - Lloyd 
believes the film's attention to detail has helped to 
Introduce Muay Thai customs to people who would 
otherwise only see the sportier side ot the art. “He 
does all the traditional forms ot Muay Thai at the 
start, and those forms aren't normally taught in gyms. 
We've had a lot ot people sign up oft the back of that 
film. I think any martial arts film will get people into 
gyms, so any publicity is good.' 

With regards to older martial arts stars, 
Lloyd has a clear favourite: “Bruce Lee and Enter the 
Dragon - back in those days he was the man, wasn't 
he? Because of his flamboyance, and his abili^ to 
do so many things different from the norm, fve read 
articles about when he went over to Thailand and 
fought a Thai kickboxer, but I've heard that he didn't 
fair as well as he might have liked. I can't say if ifs 
true or not' 


KRAVMAGA 


This Israeli combat system rose to prominence | 
in Bratislava during ttie 1930s, tau^t to Jewish 


TAEKWONDO 
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communities by wrestler and policeman Imi 
bchtenteld. Today it is the chosen hand-tohand 
discipline of Mossad, the feared Israeli intelligence 
agency, as well as being increasingly popular 
among Western civilians. Krav Maga moves are 
based upon natural reactions rather than tricky 
athletic teats, and tend to be less showy than other 
forms ot self-defence. 

“The philosophy of it says Biat it's not a 
marbal art, its a pure self defence system,' explains 
Nick Maison, UK director ot ttie International Krav 
Maga Federation. “There's no artstic element to it 

- we don't perform any katas [routines] or sequences 
of moves other than what we are shown. We don't 
care if it looks bad, as long as its effective.' 

The Bourne Identify demonstrated Krav 
Maga's focus on dealing with threats quickly - check 
the early scene where Matt Damon disarms two 
policemen and uses their batons against them 

- however, according to Maison, the most aocurate 
portrayal ot the system Is to be found elsewhere, with 
a somewhat unlikely star. 

‘Probably the biggest film inwhiih its 
used is Jennifer Lopez's Enough. Ifs pretty good, 
alttiou^ there are some small differences with the 
style ot Krav Maga we do, basically because its been 
Americanised. The Americans have taken Krav Maga 
from the source and created a franchise system, 
pretty much like LA Fitness, so in almost every mapr 
city you'll find a Krav Maga training centre. There was 
definitely a bit ot a Hollywood touth to it, but on the 
whole It was accurate.' 

Man-hating J-Lo vehicles aside, how does 
Maison find cinema's approach to marfiai arts? 

“With film fi^s, there's definitely a lot of added 
drama. It you've ever been out on a Saturday ni^ 
in a rou^ area, a normal fight lasts between 10-15 
seconds maximum. Sometimes it can be one punch 
that ends it all,' 

So whioh films does he prefer? “fm a bit 
ot a fantasist - fve got the reality ot Krav Maga, so 
I tend to go for the Crouching Tiger-type films tor 
entertainment value. 1 enjoy the martial arts element, 
but 1 also like the fantasy; flying around treetops and 
all that sort of stuff. Its a bit of escapism for me.' 


With ts impressive range ot aerial twists and 
acrobatic kicks. Taekwondo is a common ingredient 
of marbal arts cinema. Despite being a distinctly 
Korean practice, these moves are often used to 
spice up films from other backgrounds - a tact that is 
rarely acknowledged by filmmakers. 

“Tony Jaa - he's more ot a Taekwondo man, 
even Ihou^ he tries to portray Thai kickboxing." 
claims Grandmaster TK Loh. “His basic forms are 
Thai, but his jumping and spinning in the air, stuff like 
that, is pure Taekwondo, in real Muay Thai you just 
go out to obliterate the other guy, there's less ot this 
long-range stuff.' 

Grandmaster Loh knows a thing or two 
about spectxle: he was the first person on earth 
to achieve a five-point aerial break - a teat that 
required him to leap into the air and destroy five bits 
of wood before landing. But aside from the instences 
where kicks like this are borrowed for films about 
otter martial arts, Loh believes that his discipline is 
represented fairly accurately on screen. 

“For films, it has to be exaggerated from 
an aesthetic point of view so that it looks beautiful 
and fantastic. But even though people mi^ttake it 
slightly further, the thought behind it is still there: they 
fly up in the air and do four or five kicks, and that is 
quite achievable with Taekwondo.' 

What of his favourite movies? “I may be a bit 
biased here, but on the whole I do tend to find that 
films produced in the East work best. If tte^re goii^ 
to portray a kick, it's going to be a nice kick ratter 
than just knocking people down.' 

And his favourite actors? “One ot my 
seniors. Tan Tao Liang, did gute a lot ot Asian films. 
He was fantastic, and fm now trying to collect them 
all throu^ eBay. Jet b is a Kung Fu guy who has very 
nice techniques, I must admit, whereas Jackie Chan 
always goes tor the comedy aspect They've all got 
tteir role in bringing martial arts to the West.' 

While he is personally dedicated to 
Taekwondo, Grandmaster Loh believes that every 
discipline is worthy ot equal respect “A1 martial 
arts are like different paths going to the top ot the 
mountain. Some paths are more flowery, so they take 
you round and round the mountain; otters are more 
direct Wiats important to eaih individual is that they 
ttould do the martial art in terms of focusing their 
mind and knowing their body." ■ 



May we have S 
secondi of 

your time! 
CobraVislon Is a 
contemporary 

short film compe- 
ttpon. which gives 
aspiring filmmakers 
the chance to have 
their short films 

showcased during 

Cobra's sponsorship of 
icv2. itv3 and itv4 
blockbuster movies. 
CobraVision is alt about 
unleashing the filmmaking 

genius in you. This is the first 
time in British television 
advertising history that a 
competition has given avid 
filmmakers a platform to 

showcase their own short film on 
national television. Make it big by 
making it small. Filmmakers are asked 
to create a series of 10 x 5-second 
movies, which are judged every month 
by a panel of film Industry experts. You 
can even edit your existing films to fit this 
format. Then you can win great prizes 
every single month as well as getting 
your film showcased on TV The only 
rule Is chat you must be as original and 
creative as possible! On cop of monthly 
prizes, there is a total cash fund of over 
£12,000 up for grabs at ^e annual 
CobraVision Awards, plus Adobe Video 
Collections and holidays to India! So 
what are you waiting for! CobraVision is 

now open to entries and just think. 

you could win great prizes and get your 
masterpiece shown to millions! 


5 SECOND FILM FESTIVAL 


Send US your films! 



J LWLies reyin "aiUnotbe 
inhibited bj any perceived rules. 
Just as movies are about more than 
the two hours jou spend sitting 
in the cinema, our reviews are a 
chance to talk about much more 
than the immediate experience 
of the film in question. There 
are many different aspeas of the 
movie-going experience and we will 
embrace them all. 


Anticipation 

Ever waited six months for a box- 
office behemoth? Read a hook that 
you loved and nervously watched 
the adaptation? Been pleasantly 
surprised by an off-the-radar 
independent? Anticipation plays a 
crucial role in your reaction to a 
movie. Rather than ignore itj we 
think it should be measured and 
acknowledged as part of the movle- 
going experience. 
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Enj oyment 

Ail other things aside, how did you 
feel for those two hours? Were you 
glued to your seat? Did the film 
speak to your soul? Was it upsetting, 
disappointing, or just plain boring? 
Were you even awake? 

Marked mt c/?. 
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In Retrospect 

Great movies live with you; you 
carry them around wherever you 
go and the things they say shape 
the way you see the world. Did 
this movie fade away or was every 
moment burned into your retinas? 
Was it a (^uick fix action flick, good 
for a rainy Sunday afternoon? Or the 
first day of the rest of your life? Did 
you hate it with a fury only to fall 
in love with a passion? Or did that 
first love drain away like a doomed 
romance? 

Marke/t out ofS. 
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One of the pitfalls of 

hyper productivity for an auteur 
director is that certain patterns 
and tics, hitherto unnoticed, begin 
to emerge. The tantaiising themes 
that once iived in the obiique gaps 
between movies (think Maiick or 
Kubrick) can suddeniy become 
quotidian when those same gaps 
are reduced to nothing (think 
Spieiberg or Soderbergh), in some 
cases, iess is indeed more. 

And so it is, it wouid seem, for 
Ciint Eastwood. For, with Letters 
from two Jima, his third Oscar- 
baiting movie in as many years, 
and a direct foiiow-up to the 
smartiy contrary Flags of 
our Fathers, the cracks in the 
methodoiogy of the 76 year-oid 
staiwart are beginning to appear. 

Firstiy, the shot of nobie 


sentimentaiism that was so 
appropriate for Million Dollar Baby, 
and much needed in Flags, is here 
starting to grate The movie an 
account of the infamous Pacific 
War battie for iwo Jima toid 
exciusiveiy from the Japanese 
side, is ostensibiy steeped in 
the maniy stoicism epitomised 
t^ Generai Kuribayashi (Ken 
Watanabe). Here is a man, we 
discover, who is a master tactician, 
a wise commander and a ioving 
father. On the battiefieid he wiii 
aiways be, as he teiis his troops, 
out in the front. 

And yet whenever it can, the 
movie aiso veers into a state of 
sickiy sentimentaiity. The soidiers, 
for instance, aii rise to theirfeet, 
Sparfacus-styie, when they hear 
a 'Mom’s appie pie’ ietter being 


read from the satchei of a faiien 
American soidier. Eisewhere, 
soft-focus flashbacks underscore 
the beauty of peace time, whiie the 
fiim’s carefuiiy cast sad-eyed and 
sweet-faced hero, Saigo (Kazunari 
Ninomiya), cieariy has more 
chance of being nuked in a Jumbie 
saie than kiiied on iwo Jima. 

Furthermore, Eastwood’s 
famousiy frugai production 
methods are showing the strain. 
Most of Letters takes piace inside 
caves, which is great for speedy 
fiiming and cheap iighting, but after 
a whiie it simpiy iooks shoddy. 

There are, of course, some 
curiousiy compeiiing scenes, 
and the soidiers’ group suicide, 
courtesy of tightiy-heid grenades, 
is indeed crueiiy stark. Yet mostiy 
this is a movie defined by an iconic 


directorwho increasingiy seems 
to think that sentimentaiity is the 
key to high art, and e\«n higher 
awards. Which is possibiytrue. But 
it wouid be nice, Just for once, if 
he didn’t miik it with such a heavy 
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So much love: tms 

Mayans tell the story of an old 
man. When he died, his son 
planted a seed on his grave. The 
seed became a tree the tree 
grew Into a forest and bloomed, 


and the old man’s spirit flew with 
the birds. 

Tom Creo tells a different 
story. It's written across his body, 
etched In the lines of his face 
It's a story of pain and grief. A 
story he's struggled with for 
a thousand years. 

Darren Aronofsky tells a 
story In TTie Fountain. A story 
of love and bss that ripples over 
space and time, from the ancient 
temples of Spanish South America, 
to the cosmic dust clouds of the 
br future. A story that dazzles, 
bewilders and beguiles. 


What are we to make of The 
Fountain? How do you respond to a 
film of such reckless self -belief that 
It reaches for the power of spiritual 
revelation? 

The answer, as It happens, Is 
simple: If you’re prepared to walk 
that thin line with The Fountain, If 
you’re prepared to let it under your 
skin, It will break your heart 
Howeveryou react to the 
film Intellectually, TTre Fountain 
Is an utterly believable Journey 
Into one man's pain, anchored by 
an Incredible performance from 
Hugh Jackman as Tom Creo. While 


Aronofsky surrounds him with 
complexity, Tom Is rooted In the 
simple, endless grief of lost love, 
as he watches his wife, IzzI (Rachel 
Welsz), slip through his fingers. His 
pain Is recognisable, agonising, 
and, supported by Clint Mansell's 
riveting score. It will leave )ou 
gasping for breath. 

The film has the Intricacy of 
a poem: It's elusive and it can be 
unforgiving, but It's carried by those 
pure waves of emotional energy. 

It's a divisive, difficult film that 
practically Invites ridicule, but you 
get the foeling, triumphantly, that 


Aronofsky doesn’t care. 

He's resetting the parameters 
of science fiction. He's made 
a film that Isn't about genre or 
precedent It’s about vision, belief 
and ambition. If anything It echoes 
Kubrick's 2001, but The Fountain 
Is no spaced-out odyssey. Like 
Kubrick, Aronofsky has created a 
new cinematic vocabulary, and he's 
moved beyond the expectations of 
his fan base. He's putting this out 
there to change the shape of the 
landscape for good. Maybe It'll die 
on Its foet. But then death Is the 
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So much hate: you 

don't get many over-reaching, 
visually pompous scl-fi weepies 
for your money these days. 

If Justice Is to be served. The 
Fountain - the hapless new think 
piece from one-time wunderltind 
Darren Aronofsky - should stamp 
out the genre, and the director's 
career, for good. 

The story (the word Is used 
lightly) has been mechanically 
reclaimed from a graphic novel 
penned by Aronofsky, from which 
original cast members Cate 
Blanchett and Brad Pitt had the 
good foresight to run a mile. The 
director eventually secured the 
talents of arch dullards Rachel 
Welsz and Hugh Jackman for 
the lead roles of IzzI and Tommy 
respectively. 

As each character (the word 
Is used lightly) flails and hissyfits 
his/herway through a thousand 
years of history, Jackman decides 
to take on the cognitive Everest 
of finding the cure for death by 
putting pieces of bark on a 
monkey’s brain and smashing 
up offices, while the terminally 
III Welsz decides to wear white 
bobble hats and write a novel 
about Mayan history which has 
the artificially-aged look of 
something you'd find on the 
shelves of Past Times. 

Indeed, artifice looms In 
every scene, both visually and 
Ideologically, with much of the 
content (the word Is used lightly) 
obviously gleaned from the 
Wikipedia entry for 'Mayan death 
rituals'. More Tony Scott than 
Stanley Kubrick, the film pedals a 
visually bloated style reminiscent 
of a Yes album cover, with over- 
ornate, over-composed backdrops 
shoehomed In to paste over the 
numerous logic cracks. 

In Requiem fora Dream, 
Aronofsky used visual and aural 
repetition to ensnare us In the 
banal rituals of an addict. As a 
testament to the director's lack 


of substance, he uses the same 
device again here, but this time to 
mislead you Into thinking his banal 
Ideas have gravltas and credibility. 
By the third time you've seen IzzI 
askTommy out fora walk In the 
snow, the strain begins to show. 

By the sixth time, It loses all 
meaning, the notion of a massive 
spooling error becoming your only 
basis for reason. 

The last 20 minutes of the 
movie contain barely anything but 
already-seen footage, with one of 
the only new scenes including an 
unintentionally hilarious piece of 
auto-erotIcIsm In which Jackman 
slathers himself In the viscous 
white fluid contained within the 
Tree of Life while writhing around 

As this crude, heartless 
endeavour chases Its own tall, the 
director, manically searching for 
closure, overcomplicates matters 
further by throwing down such 
nuggets of redundant fortune 
cookie hippy-speak as, "Death Is 
the road to awe". But Is death 
really the road to awe? In that case, 
why bother searching for the Tree 
of Life? 

At 95 minutes, The Fountain 
Is still 45 minutes too long: its 
relative brevity doing nothing to 
prevent you from feeling like 
you've Just been watching a 
lumbering, Ill-Judged vanity project 
which has all the depth. Insight and 
humour of a multi-million dollar 
Screensaver with delusions of 
grandeur. David Jsnkins 


Ant icipation. Two 



In Retrospect. He'll 









DIRECTED BY 

STARRING RoDerl 
Downey Jr, Che2z 


Part 1 : The Early Years: 

DHo, (loosely based on writer/ 
director DIto Montlel) Is a cocky but 
confused teenager growing up In 
Queens, New York, In 1986. And If 
the past 30 years of movies have 
taught us anything, It’s that life on 
the streets In NYC Is tough. 

But A Guide to Recognising 
Your Saints Is based on Montiel’s 
actual autobiography, so we’ve 
more reason than usual to believe 
that what we see of young DIto 
(Shia LaBeouf) and his friends 
-Antonio, Scott, Mike and 
girlfriend Laurie- Is more authentic 

So even If Sainrs sounds 
like another llfe-on-the-streets 
drama, at Its core Is a deceptively 
thoughtful look at how different 
people - family, friends and 
enemies - shaped one man’s life 


In adolescence 

Most consequential of all Is 
□ito’s relationship with his father (a 
domestic Godfether-type played by 
Chazz Palminteri), which Is fraught 
with tension and misunderstanding 
despite the fact that they clearly 
love each other, and which 
ultimately leads to bitterness and 
alienation. 

This relationship, though 
subordinate to the story of DIto 
and his friends, Is the most 
compelling part of Montiel’s debut 
The extent to which It will affect 
young DIto In his later life becomes 
apparent In the second half of the 
film In which... 

Part 2: The Later Years: 

...we look back. To where he’s 
from. To the melting pot of people, 
relationships and Incidents which 


have caused him to become what 
he Is today; a lost child with a 
deeply Ingrained love fer his streets, 
his family, his past and his saints. 

Montiel’s wonder stroke Is to 
fend reality, humility and credibility 
to this portion of the film by 
casting his older self as Robert 
Downey Jr. We feel his pain at 
former events, how time changes 
everything and ultimately how time 
changes nothing. 

He stalks his former stomping 
ground, meets his formerfriends, 
reminisces with his mother and 
tries to heal the rift with his father. 
Some things change, others don’t 
- Laurie (Rosario Dawson) now 
has a daughter. She’s the same 
Queens girl, and DIto Is the same 
Queens guy, but this Is a different 
time When DIto left, he could 
have married Laurie. Now their 


friction Is substantial. 

Such carefully scripted and 
touchingly directed work Is a 
real Joy - especially In a debut. 
Montiel’s skill lies In crafting a 
tangible reality. Whether Its actually 
his reality we can only guess, but 
we’d like to think It Is. And we’d 
all like to experience the saintly 
guidance of friends like Antonio, 
Laurie and Mike. Jonathan Wllllama S 
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Thank you, Hollywood, 

for spoiling what could ha\« been a 
seminal warfilm. 

Although ostensibly a 
genuine portrayal of a forgotten 
regiment In the Afghan/Russian 
conflict, whose Journey takes 
them from dehumanising training 
to a bloody denouement on an 
Afghan mountain, 9th Company 
borrows a truck load of cliches 
from benchmark blockbusters like 
Platoon and Full Metal Jacket, 
ratherthan fulfilling its own 
unique potential. 

They’re all here: the young 
soldier with a sweetheart waiting 
for him at home; the sensitive arty 
type turned killing machine; slo-mo 
choppers flying through smoke: 


Aainterview wr^ 
wrder ancToirecIpr ot 
to Recognising 


LWLies: What about Robert Downey Jr? How much w 
in the production? 

IVfotItiel: Robert's strange. He leaves me cryptK 


LWLies: Dito, Saints is your first film and it's a major feature- what 
made you think you could pull it off? 

litotltiel: it's funny, I reneraber seeing City of God, and 
after watching it I thought that I'd better not screw this 


LWLies: Vbu break the fourth wall half way through the film in a way 
that's completely unexpected. How did you think of that scene? 

Montiel: one day Channing [Tatum, who plays Antonio] was on 


LWLies: Where did the title come from? 

Montiel: I had this book, when I was a kid called The Picture 







LWLies: Chazz Palminteri is pivotal 
on board? 

Montiel: like, one day Chazz cal 




film, 




jple involved 
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Montiel: The 
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Hype, gossip and 

meaningless celebrity made Andy 
Warhol tick, and so they remain 
Inescapable when looking at the 
man and his muse, Edie Sedgwick. 

In fact, casting Sienna Miller 
In the role of the Ingenue who 
became an overnight superstar 
makes the film so self-referential 
that Warhol himself would be 
proud. And though Miller Is 
constantly engaging. Is It because 
this Is a great performance, or 
because she’s so saturated In 
our own celebrity culture that she 
cant be separated from the real 
Sedgwick? 

The problem with Factory Girl 
Is that Warhol’s moment Is gone, 
and so too Is the frisslon his work 
created. We’ve moved beyond his 
concept of celebrity, and we’re 
numb to the excesses of fame. As a 
result It’s difficult not to experience 
apathy towards two people who, by 
thelrown confession, made movies 
about “nothing much". 

As It happens, the Interviews, 
clips and photos that play out 
over the end credits will get you 
closer to Sedgwick than any 
portrayal of a lost girl with a 
depleting trust fund. Alisa Caine 
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DREJMGIRLS 


STARRING Beyond 
Knowles, Jennifer Hudson, 


M. Okay, give me, say, five DVDs 
that are In your collection that show 
what kind of movies you like. 

K. Love Actually, Notting Hill. 
Sliding Doors, Dirty Dancing, 

You've Got Mail. 

M. Has Dreamgirls come along at 
the right time? Do you think that 
girls will embrace It and it’ll fill that 
Sex and the City void? 

K. I don’t think so. Maybe It’s Just 
me, because I’ve never wanted to 
be a pop star, and maybe those 
girls who do will like It more. But 
I didn’t watch It and think, 'I want 
that life’. 

M. Why not? 

K. The band had this girl power, 

times they Just turned their back on 
theirfriend. That’s not the Sex and 
the City vibe. In Sex and the City, 
they’re behind each other the whole 
way. They went through all these 
changes together, and they were 
still friends at the end. Dreamgirls 
didn’t really show that. 

M. Was It obvious that the film was 
based on a Broadway show? 

K. Yeah. I didn’t know it was a 


musical, but I was thinking that 
I’d love to see it on the stage. I 
had that sense of exhilaration 
at the end, because It was like a 
performance rather than a film. 

M. Whatdid you makeof 
Beyonce? 

K. I thought she was beautiful. 

M. Whataboutthe relationship 
between EfTie [Jennifer Hudson] 
and Deena peyoncej? 

K. I went Into the film thinking that 
Beyonce was going to be the main 
star, and I was quite surprised that 
Jennifer Hudson took on the lead 
role almost 

M. Do you think there’s an Irony 
there In that Deena Isn't really the 
star of the band. Just like Beyonce 
Isn't really the star of the film, but 
she’s pushed to the front anyway? 
Do you think that dynamic makes 
the film a bit subverslw almost? 

K. It’s not something I really 
thoughtabout. I guess so. I can 
see what you mean once you start 
thinking about It, but I don’t think 
that’s something that people will 
care about. But It^ Interesting that 
someone might be prepared to 
Jeopardise the whole meaning of 
the film to push Beyonce Into the 
limelight, and I don’t think it would 
be the same film if they did that. It’d 

M. What do you makeof the fact 
that Beyonce lost weight to do 


the role? 

K. I think If It was any other role 
that wouldn’t have been right 
because I love her figure, and I love 
that she's got curves. But Diana 
Ross Is very willowy, and she was 
Just trying to emulate her. So I think 
It^ relevant In this film. They didn't 
say, 'You can't be a movie star 
unless you lose weight’. 

M. Whatdid you take away from 
the film? 

R. When I think about It now, I 
think about the dresses and the 
make-up and the hair - that whole 
’60s feel. I really enjoyed that side 
of It because I love that era 
anyway. The dresses that they 
wore were Just beautiful; all 
shimmery and sparkly, but really 
womanly as well. 

M. What’s holding It back from 
being a classic girls’ film? 

K. I think a lot of classic girls’ 
films Involve the male lead being 
somebody that everybody fancies, 
and a lot are love stories. But 
the love story wasn’t really at the 
forefront Jamie F<»x wasn't the 
type of guy that a lot of women 
are going to fell for. It didn’t have 
that... It didn't have Johnny. 

M. Scores? 

R. 3, 4, 3. 1 really, really enjoyed 
It while I was watching It, but It 
didnt quite fulfil what I went In 
expecting It to be. 






LWLies: Big day. 

Goldthwait: it was a very big day. I think the kind of 




They call it a 'date 

movie’, but if you’re trying to 
impress a prospective partner by 
subjecting them to 90 minutes 
of some tedious rom-com star’s 
wearisome pratfaiis, then you 
might want to have a good, hard 
iook at your basic sociai skiiis. 
Maybe you’re Just not ready for 
that serious commitment yet. 

Sleeping Dogs, for its 
part, seems fuiiy appraised of this 
state of afbirs and at ieast does 
its best to find new iife in this 
shaiiow gene pooi. 

Whoiesome primary schooi 
teacher Amy (Meiinda Page 
Hamiiton) has put a pooch- 
friendiy past behind her (there’s 
no poiite way of putting it: she 
sucked off a dog) and is now 
getting serious with her studiy 
beau (Bryce Johnson). 

But duped by the American 
fixation with seif-regarding 
catharsis, she reveais this sordid 
secret to her other haif. The him 
goes on to expiore whether their, 
orany, reiationship can withstand 
the rigours of such fuii and 
personai disciosure. 


Goidthwait (that crazy dude 
from Police Academy] is as 
restrained a writer and director 
as he was a manic performer, 
guiding his fiim with disarming 
sensitivity whiie coaxing adroit 
performances from a reiativeiy 
unknown cast. Withoutany hint 
of high-handedness, he is aiso 
refreshingiy open about which 
side of the honesty fence he 

Despite being thin on iaughs 
and iighton conventionai romance. 
Sleeping Dogs manages to be both 
warm and witty, ifsoniy a matter 
of time before it gets tagged as the 
date movie for peopie who, quite 
sensibiy, don’t iike date movies. 







LWLies: What’s your take on honesty, because it seems that you’re 
kind of against it. 

Goidthwait: I think a lot of damage is done under the guise 



LWLies: Vbu shot the fiim in 16 days. How much directing can you do 
in that time? 

Goidthwait: well, I'm not really a fan of fancy camera moves 
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LWLies: it’s your third fiim, the first being Shakes the Cfown, which 
Martin Scorsese has haiied... 

Goidthwait: "The citizen Kane of drunk clown movies"' 









irent ehin-wagging, check out •* 





With Starsky & 

Hutch and Road Trip behind him, 
director Todd Phiiiips has taken the 
iazy, if iogicai, route in his new fiim 
School for ScoundfBls: he’s made a 
fiim that is in no way different from 
anything he has done before, oniy 
this time he’s put in iess effort and 
cut more corners. 

Looseiy based on the 1960 
Terry-Thomas fiim of the same 
name, this time around Biiiy Bob 
Thornton is Dr P, teacher of a 
covert ciass for iosers who want to 
team to be cooi. Number one ioser 


is Jon Heder, a meter maid who 
drives around town in an etectric 
goif buggy, issuing tickets and 
getting abused. He’s aisoa ‘Big 
Brother’ to disadvantaged kids, but 

they’re dead on the money. 

it’s up to Thornton to teach 
Heder and his toveabie band of 
dweebs to man-up and get iaid, 
but Heder’s initiai success with the 
beautifui Amanda (Jacinda Barrett) 
makes Thornton Jeaious, and they 
both end up competing for the 
same giri. Heavens! Who wiii win? 


The chief probiem with 
School for Scourtdrels is that 
somebody needed to ask it some 
hard questions, and cieariy didnl 
Simpie things iike, 'Why has this 
happened?’ 'Why does she say 
that?’ 'Why does he do that?’ And 
most of aii, 'Whafs going on?’ 

The resuit is a fiim that doesn’t 
reaiiy know what it wants to be and 
even if it did, it stiii wouidnt be 
very good. 

Heder’s reinvention as a iadies’ 
man isn't convincing, but more 
unsettiing is his eventuai treatment 


of Thornton; his uncharacteristic 
spitefuiness obiiterates the iast 
vestiges of sympathy for the 
character, and the him itseif. 


In RetCOSpect. Habod; 



!S?”' 





DIRECTED BY 
Sieve ri Soderbergh 
STARRING 
Cete Blenchett 


When asked to name 

his movie highiights of 2006, TTie 
New Vorfrergrinch Anthony Lane 
pointed to a private screening he’d 
hosted of the 1950 ciassic All About 
EvB. Towards the end, a friend 
asked, "What happened?” "Weii," 
he repiied, expiaining the piot. "No," 
his friend insisted, "i mean, what 
happened to moWes?" 

They don’t make ’em iike they 
used to, right Anthony? Oniy, 
they do. in fact, if you’re Steven 
Soderbergh you make ’em exactly 
iike they used to, right down to 
the vintage ienses and the swipe 
cut editing. 

So The Good German, a 
reientiessiyoid-fashioned noir 
thriiier set in post-war Beriin, is a 
gimmick? Weii, kind of, but with one 
important quaiification - it’s reaiiy 
pretty good. 

George Ciooney is Jake 
Geismer, a worid-weary war 


correspondent re-assigned to 
Beriin to coverthe Potsdam Peace 
Conference of 1945. Here, Russia, 
Britain and the US carved up the 
spoiisof one war whiie firing the 
first shots of another. 

But when the authorities turn a 
biind eye after the body of Corporai 
Tuiiy (Tobey Maguire), a biack 
marketeer who aiso happens to be 
invoived with Jake’s ex-squeeze 
- the dangerousiy beautifui Lena 
Brandt (Cate Bianchett) - turns 
up in the Russian sector, Geismer 
uncovers another story aitogether: 
the dirty secrets behind America’s 

The Good German is a 
technicai marvei, visuaiiy and 
thematicaiiy resonant of the iikes of 
Casablanca and The Third Man. Aii 
the usuai noir ciiches are present 
and correct: thetough-taiking 
cynicism (says Tuiiy to a iegiess 
Jew, “Everyone in town has a hard 


iuck story”); the seen-it-aii-before 
barman (‘That’s Beriin!”); and, most 
of aii, the morai uncertainties. 

The titie itseif is a muiti-iayered 
reference to the hypocrisy of the 
occupation. Beriin is a city of good 
bad guys and bad good guys: 
the question is not so much who 
among the Germans deserves to 
be punished, as who among the 
victors deserves to choose. 

Ciooney and Maguire both 
piay against type. Jake Geismer’s 
cocksure confidence isgraduaiiy 
beaten out of him as he foiiows 
Lena further and further from the 
morai high ground. And as the 
kind of guy who’ii teii you how he 
ioves hisgiri, but iet you fuck her 
for the right price, Maguire couidn't 
be further away from the 'great 
responsibiiity’ of Spiderman. 

But it’s Bianchett who reaiiy 
impresses. Notjust an actress in a 
’40s costume, she’s an apparition 


from an eariier era, with a face to 
rivai Bergman and Bacaii. Soderbergh 
doesn’t fiim her; he gapes in awe 
The oid-fashioned ethos does 
mean some ciumsy piotting, and 
Jake is too often the victim rather 
than the agent of events, but 
these don't detract from the fact 
that The Good German is a fine 
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Enjoyment. Has a winning, 
slightly oddball chanm, and 
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THE GOOD 
SHEPHERD 


I receasedH 

Ffttmaty 23 I 


In the opening 

sequence of Tha Good Shephard, 
CIA director Edward Wilson (Matt 
Damon) rehearses his daily routine. 
He dresses, catches the bus to 
work and pushes open the door 
to his office. As it swings closed 
behind him, the words 'NOT AN 
EXIT’ are plainly visible in the 
centre of the frame. 

There can be no more succinct 
summary of the drama at the 
heart of Robert De Niro’s second 
directorial outing; once you’re part 
of the Central Intelligenca Agency, 
there's no getting out. 

The bungled Bay of Pigs 
invasion of 1961 provides the 
background to this otherwise 
fictional account of how the w 


DIRECTED BY 

STARRING 

Ualt Damon, Angelina 


orld’s most powerful covert 
intelligence service came into 
existence. As word gets out that 
classified information was leaked 
to the Soviets, De Niro cuts 
between Wilson’s formative years 
at Yale and his early induction 
into the Office of Strategic 
Services in a bid to shed light on 
the factors which motivate his 
latter-day hunt for the mole in the 
Agency’s midst. 

Such heavyweight subject 
matter might begin to pall after 

for the quality of the film’s 
performances. Despite ageing 
on screen aboutas convincingly 
as Peter Pan, Damon brings 
impressive psychological and 


emotional depth to the role of a 
man who must forever choose 
between his Job and his private 
life. Starring opposite him, 
Angelina Jolie offers a complex 
and compassionate portrayal of 
a political wife shackled to her 
husband’s profession. 

Throughout the production, 
De Niro pays fastidious attention 
to period details whilst carefully 
teasing out the contemporary 
parallels in Eric Roth’s intelligent 
script In a cameo role as General 
Bill Sullivan, he warns the young 
Wilson that ’1t’s always in 
someone’s interests to provide 
fear, real or imagined". The brutal 
abuse of a suspected Russian 
double agent is likewise a stark 


reminderof how little things 
haw changed in the last SO 
years. Mike Brett 


Anticipation. De Hire 



Enjoyment. An incisive 









Let’s face facts: 

David Lynch’s films are an acquired 
taste. For those on the outside, 
it’s hard to see the appeal of his 
gleefully obscure offerings. Such 
people are unlikely to be won 
over by the director’s latest - a 
three hour anthology of abrasl\« 
surrealism, combining all of his 
familiar obsessions. 

There Is no single narrative 
at the heart of Inland Emplrs\ 
Instead there are five or six plot 
threads, tangled up to form a kind 
of poisonous cinematic candy 
floss. The clearest of these strands 
concerns Hollywood actress Nikki 
Grace (Laura Dern), who lands the 
starring role In On High In Blue 
Tomorrows-a SIrkian melodrama 
In which she enjoys a flirtatious 


relationship with co-star Devon 
Berk (Justin Theroux). Before long, 
thelron-screen romance leaks Into 
reality, where matters are further 
complicated by the fact that Blue 
Tomorrows Is In feet a remake of 
a cursed Polish film, which In turn 
Is based upon an ancient folk tale. 
Interwoven with these tales Is the 
plight of a miserable prostitute, 
and an eerie sitcom starring 
anthropomorphic rabbits. 

If It sounds bewildering on 
paper, on screen It’s positively 
terrifying. Viewers who struggled 
with Lost Highway and Mulholland 
DnVs should approach this film 
with care. This time around there Is 
no gentle lead-up to the madness; 
from the very start we are plunged 
Into the dark - both literally and 


metaphorically - with very little In 
the way of light relief. 

The first hour contains a few 
moments of humour, but aflerthls 
point the going gets Increasingly 
tough. Lynch’s defection to digital 
filming adds a further harsh edge 
to the abstract scenes of loneliness 
and sleaze, while nasty surprises 
seem to lurk around every corner. 
Among other things, Inland 
Empire Is a powerful reminder 
that you don't have to understand 
something to be afraid of It. 

Lynch’s latest will not appeal to 
everyone. There's a good chance 
that even hardcore fans will be 
put off by the relentless grittiness, 
yet on every level this feels like a 
logical extension of his previous 
films. From the perverse use of pop 


music to the splintered portrayal of 
women, everything here screams 
of the director’s personal aesthetic. 
For those who can stomach three 
hours of Insanity, this Is a rare 
pleasure: a genuinely disturbing 
experience. N«on Kelly 
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SHUT UP 
& SING 


DIRECTED BY 
Kopple, 

STARRING 



The Dixie Chicks are 

a three-piece country group - a 
phenomenon in their native US. 
Juggiing diamond discs (two and 
counting), babies and internationai 
stadium tours, they epitomise the 
modern American woman, and 
chaiienge the stereotypes of their 
redneck roots. 

But in 2003 they committed 
the uitimateexampieof show-biz 
perfidy -the Chicks’ iead-singer, 
Nataiie Maines, prociaimed 
(unwittingiyi to the worid via a 
London audience, “Just so you 
know, we’re ashamed the President 
of the United States is from Texas’’. 

This throw-away comment 
during the burgeoning iraq conflict 
proved more costly than the 
threesome could imagine: words 
so cataclysmic that the fabric of the 
band was called into question. 

Though simple in remit. Shut 
Up & Sing is a well-executed 
documentary that charts the 
Chicks’ fall from grace - from a 
Texan DJ’s Dixie Chick ban and 


public CD crushing, to their return 
to the American media circus. 

But however much it captures 
the essence of the Chicks’ beliefs, 
at its core is one major issue 
which the film neverdirectly 
addresses. We live in a world 
obsessed by celebrity, where 
every ghostwritten biography 
is an instant best seller, and 
every interview is a breathless 
exclusive. This is a world of stage- 
managed access and pre-planned 
controversy, but occasionally a 
simple truth slips through the 
safety net of public relations. It’s 
these ad-libs and public comments 
that expose the real power of 
celebrity, but it’s that power that the 
film fails to explore 

Unplanned and uncensored, for 
the Dixie Chicks, Maines’ comment 
had an impact much more telling 
than any lyrical attack tucked away 
in the middle of an LR Yes, they’re 
musicians, not politicians, but 
they speak to millions of people 
in a language they understand. 




anything about it Nor can you 
dismiss them lightly. Much like the 
Nixon Administration lashed out 
at John Lennon, George W Bush 
is visibly flustered by the band’s 
comments, recognising, no doubt, 
the extent of the influence the Dixie 
Chicks have in their home country 
- if not on policy then at least on 
hearts and minds. 

Their unity, spirit determination 
and continued success are 
testament to the kind of girl 
power Posh and co. only dreamed 
of. Directors Barbara Kopple 
and Cecilia Peck might have 
delved deeper into the political 


implications of Maines’ comments 
and the power of popular culture, 
but Shut Up & Sing is a fine 
example of the truth behind the 
First Amendment - you can say 
what you want, but be prepared for 
the consequences. Adrlai D’Enrlca 
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Daniele Thompson’s 

Omhesfra Seats is the charming 
if slightly naff story of Jessica, a 
modern-day Mary Poppins who 
blows into Paris on a cloud of fairy 
dust to convince its photogenically 
depressed inhabitants that, really, 
life ain’t that bad even if you are 
rich and famous. 

These inhabitants include 
soap star Catherine, piano virtuoso 
Jean-Francois, money bags 
Jacques and his son Frederic. 

All of these high-living hard-luck 
cases will have their lives - and in 
some cases other bits - touched by 
Jessica, whose homespun wisdom 
is Just the cure for these disaffected 
urban dandies. 


Though it references some 
cultural heavyweights, at best 
Orchestra Seals is an Amelie 
clone without the visual fire; at 
worst, it indulges in shameless 
emotional string pulling. 
Furthermore, Paris itself is shot 
with surprisingly little character. 

Even so, its sweet that it tries 
this hard to please. Danny Bangs 

Anticipation. Paris in 
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CLIMATES 


“In the quest for the 

melancholic soul of his native city, 
he has discovered new symtxjis 
for the clash and Interlacing of 
cultures.” This Is how the Swedish 
academy described Turkish author 
Orhan Pamuk when he won the 
Nobel Prize for Literature at the end 
of last year, but It applies equally to 
his compatriot, Nuri Bilge Ceylan. 

In his last film, Uzek, the 
director painted a stunning portrait 
of loneliness and mala friendship. 
Now, In CHmatBS, he turns his 
photographer^ sensibility to the 
ground between men and women, 
to discomforting effect. 

A university professor, Isa, 
played by Ceylan himself, decides 
to spilt from his younger girlfriend, 
Bahar (Ceylan's real-life wife 
Ebru), while on holiday. Adrift on 
his return to Istanbul, he has a 
violent sexual encounter with an ex 
before deciding to go to Turkey’s 
snowbound eastern region, where 
Bahar Is working. In order to win 

Though Ceylan draws heavily 
on Pamuk’s Snow, In which an 
emigre poet travels to northeastern 
Turkey to woo an old flame In a 
town smothered by a blizzard, the 


DIRECTED BY 
Nvrl Bilpe C«yUri 
STARRING 

Bilge Ceylan', 
Nazan Krtlmla 


snow In Climates seems literally 
colder and more Isolating. While 
Uzakwas contemplative, CHmales 
Is unsettling and pessimistic, 
wrong-footing the viewer with 
deceptive shots and edits. 

Both Nobel-winning author and 
Cannes-garlanded filmmaker agree 
that snow Is miraculously beautiful: 
Ceylan Is as unerring In the manner 
he captures Its texture and wonder 
as he Is on the psychology of our 
adult relationships. And who’s to 
say that while Pamuk, a prominent 
critic of the Armenian genocide, Is 
more outspoken In his politics, In 
his own way, Ceylan Is not making 
as big a point. Jonas Milk 
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The true story of 

Patrick Chamusso is the stuff of 
script-writing dreams. Arrested by 
anti-terrorist officer Nic Vos (Tim 
Robbins), Patrick (Derek Luke) 
is radicaiised by the torture and 
crueity he experiences in prison. 
On his reiease, he ieaves his wife 
and chiid to travei to Mozambique, 
to the camp of Spear of the Nation, 
the miiitary wing of the ANC. From 
here he undertakes a bombing 
mission against the oii refinery 
where he used to work that wouid 
become one of the most symboiic 
and strategic defeats suffered by 
the white government. 

Catch A Firs couidnt have 
come at a better time: in its 
evocation of the siippery dynamics 


of terrorism, it has a iot to say about 
the current chaos in the worid. its 
a shame, then, that Phiiiip Noyce 
has made a cat-and-mouse movie 
that’s aimost compieteiy inert 

He’s notheiped t^ Shawn 
Siovo, reai-iife daughterof Joe 
Siovo, who trained Chamusso in 
Mozambique. Her script, written 
in the spirit of reconciiiation that 
admirabiy characterises South 
Africa’s attitude to its past is so 
heii-benton treating both sides 
fairiy that it sabotages much of 
the story’s dramatic potentiai, 
whiie capituiating to a series of 
howiing ciiches. 

Nic, you see, is basicaiiy a 
good guy - he doesn’t iike torturing 
peopie, it’s Just that there’s a 


communist threat out there, and 
if there’s one thing Nic hates 
more than kaffirs, it’s those iousy 
commies. And yet, he is the bad 
guy, so Tim Robbins substitutes 
fiery conviction for a guiity seif- 
regard, a decision that does him no 
favours at aii. 

Remarkabiy, Chamusso is 
aimost more unsympathetic, oniy 
ianding in jaii in the first piace 
because he wouidn’t admit that he 
was having an affair (aithough, in 
his defence, his wife is reveaied 
to be a traitorous bitch of epic 
proportions). 

Which is a shame, because 
Noyce naiis the photography of 
the South African valdt, a great 
guipof expansive fiim making that 


contrasts quite smartiy with the 
tight ciose-ups of prisons and 
poiice offices. But reaiiy. Catch 
A Fira biis to do exactiy that 
which, above aii, is the reai crime. 
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FREEDOM 

WRITERS 



“As I walk through 

the valley of the shadow of 
death...” Face It from the moment 
Erin Gruwell (Hilary Swank) walks 
In to the classroom, you’re already 
envisioning Michelle Pfeiffer In a 

Freodom Writers starts 
off on very familiar ground 
- Idealistic teacher brings wide- 
eyed enthusiasm to a group of 
aggressive teens - but for a film 
built around meeting challenges, 
the audience gets the toughest test 
of all: sidestepping the 
Hollywood cheese. 

But despite the high cliche 
count the strangest and most 



DIRECTED BY 
Rivard Eyre 
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Bll Nlgrly 


When boho bombshell 

Sheba Hart (Cate Blanchett) 
becomes art teacher at St George’s 
School, her magnetism attracts not 
Just the boys In the schoolyard, 
but even the staff who come Into 
contact with her. 

But Sheba Is stuck In a lonely 
rut. Struggling to reconcile life as 
she dreams it and life as It Is, she 
strikes up a friendship with curtaln- 
twltchlng Barbara (JudI Dench) - an 
equally lonely colleague who feels 
she’s finally found her soulmate 
-and starts an affair with a student. 

If this seems like the more 
dangerous relationship, then 
Sheba Is soon disabused. While 
she reties her dresses, Barbara 
- a crypto lesbian and certifiable 
nutjob - documents the affair In 




her diary, becoming the keeper of 
the secret. Barbara realises she 
has everything to gain by doing 
nothing, drawing Sheba deeper 
and deeper Into her saggy bosom, 
while falling further and further 
Into an abyssof delusion. Sheba 
needs to wake up and smell the 
restraining order or she stands to 
lose everything. 


Despite a threatening premise 
that offers little hope of humour, 
Dench’s acerbic voiceover Is 
outlandlshly funny. Political 
correctness Is obliterated by her 
curt, dry speech. In which the 
likes of Down’s Syndrome children 
become "court Jesters”. It offers a 
wonderfully unexpected edge to a 
gutsy film. Monisha Rajash 


Enj oyment . constant 

In Retcospect. Blanchett 









lew with Rankin 
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The Brit gangster 

flick gets a Dazed makemer 
in this ambitious offering from 
photographer Rankin and feiiow 
feature newbie Chris Cottam. 

When a ferai chiid bestowed 
with angeiic powers descends upon 
London's criminai underworid and 
begins taiking in tongues whiie 
making dreams come true, you know 
you've boarded that great oxymoron 
of a genre, magicai reaiism. 

Rnanced by uber-cooi 
ciothing brand Meitin' Pot, The 
Lives of the Saints ^iis to escape 
its fashion-conscious financiai 
reins, choosing aesthetics over 
substance every time. And whiie 
Tony Grisoni's screenpiay is a 
weicome twist to the usuai mockney 
spiei, narrative hoies, fiat acting 


and a meiting pot of artistic devices 
makes for a reai magicai ietdown. 

After aii, aspirations to 
Shakespearian diaiogue, 

Eastenders characterisation and Baz 
Luhrmann visuais do not a coherent 
fiim make Dazed and confused? 
Unfortunateiy, yes. Andrea Kurland 

Anticipation . Fashion, 
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LWLies: Having worked together directing commercials, how did 
you find the ieap to filmmaking? 

Rankin: it's huge, toglatlca-wlse, you’re creating 96 


Cottam: You have to do that with a conmercial, but 


LWLies: Does the collaborative relationship alleviate some of that 
pressu re? 

Cottam: if you direct on your own, you’re the one person 




- it’s scary. For exaaple, at one teat screening some 
people felt that 16 minutes should be cut. We made a 




LWLies: Were there any points where either of you felt that you 
had to compromise? 

Rankin: it never felt like compromise, it felt like 



LWLies: What lessons have you taken from your experience as 
first-time feature directors? 

Cottam: As much as there is a great learning curve, you 





LWLies: How about working with two second-time directors? 
Rankin: That’s even worse. Andiea Kurland 





BAMAKO 



It’s a rarity for African 

films to wash up in British cinemas, 
but if Bamako, the culturally 
and politically enriching new 
film from Malian-raised director 
Abderrahmane Sissako, is any 
measure of quality, then the 
medium is headed towards a fruitful 
and diverse future. 

Partmagical realist fable, part 
anti-capitalist polemic, Bamako 
dawdles between the daily routines 
that occur in a Malian courtyard 
while a trial takes place which pits 
the people of Africa against the 
World Bank, the IMF and the G8, all 
of whom are accused of foul play 
on a grand scale. 

As allegations of corruption 
and misadministration are flung 


between various local experts and 
the representatives of these bodies, 
we are swept up in an embittered 
and sometimes surreal conflict 
which highlights the societal 
irregularities caused by unchecked 
globalisation. 

The cinematic element 
to the film is supplied the 
incessant patter of daily life. The 
trial is regularly disrupted by the 
impassioned ranting of a passer 
by, the squeaking shoes of an 
InfanL the macabre wailing of a 
village elder, orthe dissolution 
of a relatbnship between a bar 
singer and her peevish boyfriend. 
Of the numerous digressions that 
occur, perhaps the most peculiar 
is a fabulist western entitled 


Death in Timbuktu which stars 
(amongst others) Danny Glover and 
Israeli director Elia Suleiman as 
bedraggled gunslingers. 

The fact that this important 
tribunal is occurring in a dusty 
courtyard is never fully explained, 
but it is perhaps symbolic of the 
disparities that Western-backed 
privatisation has created in 
Africa. In fact, Bamako thrives 
on transposing the extraordinary 
with the mundane; the sick lie 
among the healthy, packed trains 
amble through expanses of 
nothingness and unemployed 
locals brush shoulders with 
politicians and diplomats 

The debate itself acts as the 
spine of the film, and while the 


rhetoric remains unapologetically 
diffuse, it is Just about accessible 
enough to allow novices in the field 
of global economics to at least 
tread water. Sure, it’s sometimes 
a bit heavy going, but the rewards 
to be reaped from this original and 
thought-provoking piece of cinema 
are plentiful. bavIdJenklns 
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Eisenheim (Edward 

Norton) is the mystical turn-of- 
the-century illusionist who falls 
in Icve with the beautiful Sophie 
(Jessica Biel), a woman far 
above his social standing in the 
static Viennese hierarchy. These 
childhood sweethearts are parted 
when Eisenheim is unable to fulfil 
Sophie’s plea to “make them all 
disappear'', and as a result he 
begins a Journey into adulthood 
that sees him acquire mystical 
conjuring powers above and 
beyond those of your average 
children’s entertainer. 

Back in Vienna the two, now 
adults, share a chance encounter, 
where Eisenheim learns that 
Sophie is engaged to the dastardly 
Crown Prince Leopold (Rufus 
Sewell). After Eisenheim publicly 
humiliates Leopold, the Prince 
demands that the illusionist 
be thrown in Jail. Thus begins 
Eisenheim's quest to win back the 
love of his life from the clutches of 
her evil fiancee. 

Thankfully Sophie does not 
take long to get over the 'will 
she/won’t she recognise the adult 
Eisenheim' dilemma as, despite 
the addition of facial hair, he looks 
strikingly similar and, moreover, 
surely one can only fall madly in 
love with a man of mystical powers 


once? This means that the film 
actually gets on with its decent 
storyline, and there are enough 
plot twists and mysteries to keep 
you guessing. 

However, its the performances 
that truly convince. Norton, as the 
quiet and reserved Eisenheim, 
keeps things believable. But the 
film really belongs to Paul Giamatti 
as Chief Inspector Uhl, a man tom 
between his duties to Leopold and 
his own child-like curiosity towards 
Eisenheim's work. 

Depending on whether you're 
a hardened cynic or hopeful 
romantic, the film's finale mayor 
may not slightly disappoint. Yet 
even for those who can see the 
plot twist looming like a mirage on 
the horizon, TTtefflusionisr retains 
Just enough mystery to keep you 
believing in movie magic Alisa Cains 
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Is Hollywood beyond 

parody? After all, Hollywood has 
Tom Cruise, and when reality 
itself is a cosmic Joke, all the best 
punchlines are usually taken. 

But Christopher Guest has 
an ace up his sleeve For Your 
Consideratlor^ is set in the annual 
carnival of degradation that is 
Tinsel Town's awards season, 
where Oscar-bused family drama, 
Home For Purim, is threatening to 
become a breakout success. 

That’s the cue for its troupe 
of actors - among them ageing 
beauty Marilyn Hack (Catherine 
O'Hara) and has-been veteran 
Sandy Lane (Ed Begley Jr) - to 
suffer, like modem gladiators, in 
this exquisitely painful circus of 


adulation and failure 

Though there are no depths 
of self-promotion to which these 
actors wont sink (including 
Marilyn’s hideously botched botox) 
there's a degree of sympathy in 
the way they're led like cannon 
fodder t^ agents and publicists 
and studio bosses. If nothing else, 
says Guest, at least actors are 
creative, and if they’re allowed to 
live in this weird bubble of quasi- 
emotional innocence, is that really 
their teult? 

Well, yes, might be the answer, 
but that would only distract from 
the film’s real target - entertainment 
Journalists Here is saferand 
satirically richer ground. Where 
actors are well-meaning dupes 






trained like dogs to sit up and 
beg for love, Journos are the boil 
on the arse of the industry 
-corrupt and complicitand 
dependent on people who, you 
suspecL they loathe only a little 
bit less than themselves. This Is 
Guest at his most vicious, but 
also his most visually subtle, 
skewering the pomposity of Insido 
the Actors Studio or the absurdity 
of E! In a haircut ora single, 
uncomfortable silence. 

These are the moments when 
For Your Consideretion is Jolted 
out of its all-too-comfortable air 
of lightly amused mickey taking. 
Elsewhere It feels too much like 
an Insiders' club, like Guest didn't 
really have the stomach to go for 


the throat As such It lacks the 
operatic bathos of Spinal Tap, 
or even the quiet Intelligence of 
A Mighty Wind. Despite the odd 
good gag and basic worthiness, 

For Your Consideration isn't quite a 
contender. Matt BoetianakI 

Anticipation . spinal 
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In the midst of the 

Korean War, Ignorance Is a 
blissful mountain village called 
Dongmakgol. Cocooned by their 
naivety, the villagers offer refuge 
to a stereotypical hodgepodge 
of North Korean soldiers, having 
unwittingly welcomed a pair from 
the warring South, as well as an 
American pilot stranded by a 
plane crash. 

As the charged rendezvous 
builds to an Inevitable standoff, 
the villagers' guileless 
bemusement becomes the heart 
of DongmakgoTs war-ls-hell love 
In. Indifferent to the fear of a 
gun, hatred of a uniform or the 
rattonales of arbitrary Ideology, 
their Innocent nonchalance offers a 
comical, yet powerful reminder 
of the absurdity of war. 

Kwang-Hyun Park has created 
a magical moral tale loaded with 
an ethereal, emotional aura. 
Originally written for the stage, 
Dongmakgol possesses a theatrical 
edge adds, while a touch of realism 
Imbues each character with depth 
and complexity. 

Locofelry-chlld Yeo-ll (Hye- 
Jeong Kang) Is an effortless 


watch, and rivals Commander 
Lee (Jae-yeong Jeong) and 
Lieutenant Pyo (Ha-kyun Shin) 
carry the weight of the film's 
message with ease Even over- 
inflated stereotypes (fet medic, 
Moon, and the mother of all 
American Imperialists) are 
easily forgiven. 

With the aid of a fantasy- 
filled score and a nod to all things 
CGI, Dongmakgol Isa visually 
captivating affelr. Hard-line cynics 
apart, you'll be bewitched 
the stunning opening (a failsafe 
Shawshank overhead zoom-out), 
lulled by the tender flutter of 
butterflies, and blown away by the 
operatic finale. Andrea Kurland 
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ina Sandino^oreno. 


LWLies: Is this an important Him right now, given the prominence of 
fast food in the West? 

Moreno: These are things that are happening, and people can 


LWLies: Is that true for Colombians too? 

Moreno: in CGlombla we have tine to eat. I have breakfast, I 






LWLies: Do you find it hard to live that way in New York? 

Moreno: I grew up in Colombia eating this way, and living 


The Golden Gate 

Bridge is many things to many 
people, including the site of more 
suicides than anywhere else in the 
world. So, inspired by an article 
in the The New Yorker, first-time 
director Eric Steel set his cameras 
up at the start of 2004 and filmed 
the bridge in almost every daylight 
hour, capturing most of the year's 
24 deaths. 

It begins with grim anticipation. 
Steel teases his audience with 
tantalising shots of black-coated 
Goths and mournful loners gazing 
at the water below. An incongruous 
fat man in ajogging suit 
approaches, slings one leg over 
the railing, pratfalls onto the ledge 
below, and inglorious ly waddles off 
the edge to his death. 

But The Bridge is no queasy 
snuff movie. Steel recorded over 
100 hours of interviews with 
friends, families and survivors, 
and as each is allowed to say their 
piece, the everyday human fallibility 
glimpsed in that first Jumper is 
painfully revealed. 

While the footage shows 
ftgures hurling themselves to their 
deaths, it’s the interviews that tell 
the compelling stories of people 
who endured severe illness and 
drugs, and couldn’t co-exist with 
the people who loved them. 

As you enter the minds of 
the victims of each suicide, the 


allure that the bridge held for them 
becomes clear. Lingering shots 
show the dirty red towers against 
piercing blue skies or projecting 
from thick fog, symbolising in 
its iconic beauty the strength, 
romance and unity that the 24 
Jumpers failed to find in their own 
tumultuous lives. 

This is a strangely moving film, 
calm and steady in its objective 
distance, until one Jump is filmed 
hand-held. Then it explodes into 
life in the panicky, Jittery lexicon 
of 9/11. It’s this moment, perhaps 
more than any other, in which Steel 
demystifies this dark and taboo 
subject, making it personal and 
human and compellingly tragic 

And yet the results fascinate 
rather than horrify. The Bridge is 
a unique piece of cinema, which, 
in its rigour and empathy, helps 
us understand how people can be 
driven to the ultimate act of self- 
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LWLies: Speaking of Colombia, do you go back much? 

Moreno: I try to go as much as I can. I was shooting Love in 


LWLies: It must have been incredible to do the film of a Gabriel Garcia 
Marquez novel in your home country. Have you read much of his stuff? 

Moreno: in Colombia it's a must - I read a lot of Marquez in 


LWLies: What’s your take on the rise of Latin American cinema with 
guys like Cuaron and IhirrHu becoming big names in Hollywood? 

Moreno: Ue have amazing filmmakers. Walter Salles, of Brazil, 




LWLies: How do you find Colombia these days? Are you hopeful about 
Hs future? 

Moretto: I don't know. I was there for a month and a half. 





LWLies: For example? 

Moreno: Poverty. I saw poverty when I was there last time. 




LWLies: How come? 

Moreno: unfortunately, when you live there you just get used 






In 2001, Eric Schlosser 

put the Big Mac under the 
microscope, inside, quite apart 
from the cow faeces, he discovered 
the rise of mega-corporate, super- 
consumer American capitaiism. 
That’s a neat trick, but can the 
movie version of Schiosser’s book, 
Fast Food Nation, repeat it? 

Weii, kind of. Director Richard 
Linkiater has decided to forego 
a documentary in favour of a 
fictionaiised narrative centred on 
the made-up Mickey’s burger-joint. 
We Join PR man Don Henderson 
(Greg Kinnear) as he traveis to 
smaii-town Coiorado to investigate 
the Unigiobe Meat Packing piant 
where 'The Big One’ patties are 


made. Meanwhiie, a group of 
Mexican iiiegais are smuggied over 
the border and put to work. And 
nearby, Coiorado teenager Amber 
(Ashiey Johnson), a Mickey’s 
burger-flipper, starts to wonder 
about herempioyer. 

There are big risks in this 
ensembie format nameiy that the 
end resuit has none of the poiemic 
force of documentary, and iittie of 
the dramatic verve of cinema. 

Whiie Linkiater doesn’t faii iock 
stock into that trap, there’s 
something odd about watching 
a fictionai movie in which the 
narrative message is so overt. 

Okay, fast food is bad, but a him 
that’s this programmatic isn’t 


much more nourishing than, weii, 
a 'Big One’. 

There’s a teiiing symptom of 
that probiem, and it arrives in the 
form of Bruce Wiiiis’ briiiiant 
cameo as Harry Rydeii, the 
Mickey’s meat buyer who has been 
turning a biind eye to Unigiobe’s 
contaminated meat and iiiegai 
workers for years, in a two-handed 
scene with Henderson, Rydeii is 
aiiowed to argue back; "Fast food 
tastes great," he says, and if you’re 
afraid of itty-bitty germs, aii you 
have to do is cook it properiy. it’s 
an eiectric monoiogue, and for a 
moment Fasf Food Nation properiy 
comes to iifo. You see, it can 
entertain, and it can persuade; but 


an’t quite do both at the s. 


Anticipation 










This inspiring account of how the young MP William 
Wllberforce (loan Gruffudd) pioneered the political moN^mentthat led to 
the abolition of the slave trade 200 years ago Is a typically understated 
British production that Is brought alive by glorious performances from 
some of our best thesps, particularly a gloriously on-form Albert Finney. 
Entertaining and educational, It Is a powerful example of the changes 
that can be wrought through political will - an Important reminder In our 
present-day disaffection. Rob Warren 


At the same time as he was writing the brutal Unleashed, 

Luc Besson was also developing Arthur and the Invisiblos, a film 
which radiates childhood Innocence. Arthur (Freddie Highmore) Is an 
adventurous 1 0 year-old who Is transported to the tiny Kingdom of the 
Mlnimoys where he Joins Princess Selenia (Madonna) on a quest to rescue 
his grandfather’s rubles from the evil Maltazard (David Bowie). Taking a 
cue from Studio Ghibll, this Is an old-fashioned children’s fantasy tale that 
won’t be for everyone, but It was ne',«r meant to be Jonathan williams 




I DIRECTED I 
STARRING I 
I CN^l'Fabr 



The listless life of an ugly lone shark Is the story that courses 
through Paolo Sorrentino’s follow-up to the amiably bleak TTie 
Consequences of Love. The Family Friend cuts a fine balance between 
the stylised and the austere. In a fashion redolent of Kieslowski. The 
constantly moving camera serves to build upon Sorrentino’s canny use 
of music and location. Although often mordantly funny, the film also 
wears a deep sense of sorrow on Its sleeve, as one elderly character 
Imparts early on: "Everyone Is unhappy. Everyone” DavkUanklns 


Young Fern (Dakota Fanning) saves wiibur the loveabie 
runt from a sure death, and sends him to live on her uncle’s farm. Here 
he tries desperately to find some playmates among the sulky animals 
who foresee nothing but gloom, doom and some fine chipolatas for 
Christmas Then along comes a spider named Charlotte who shows the 
farmers that he really Is more than Just "some pig”. Charlotte's Web may 
be the film equivalent of sausage and mash, but Ifsa wonderful tale of 
friendship and loyalty. Ahh. Monisha Ratesh 



Danish director Susanne Bier has turned in yet another fine 
fiim with this study of Jacob (Mads Mikkeisen), an aid worker in india 
who returns to Copenhagen to secure future financing for his charity, 
and is inadvertentiy ushered into the arms of his estranged daughter. 
Shot economicaiiy on unioveiy DV, the buiid up is a iittie too siowand the 
humour quotient couid have been upped siightiy, but other than that this 
is a deiicate and resourcefui examination into the nature of the paternai 


Anne Hathaway dons a corset and cut-giass British accent 
to piay the frustrated young author of Pride and Prejudice, whiie 
man-of-the-moment James McAvoy takes on the roieof young irish 
scamp, Tom Lefroy, who inadvertentiy sweeps her off her feet. Despite 
a script bogged down with pseudo Austen wit Hathaway carries off 
the fluctuating moods of Jane without grating, but McAvoy iacks the 
brooding demeanour of a suitabiy rugged romantic hero. Neither can 
prevent the fiim from floundering into sentimentaiity. Helen Cowley 



RUNNIN 




I DIRECTED I 
STAR^^, 




Fourteen year-old Augusten Burroughs is a much 

beieagured chiid. His father (Aiec Baidwin) refuses to accept his reverse 
charge caiis for heip. His mother (Annette Bening) is busy siamming 
sedatives down her guiiet. His mother’s psychiatrist (Brian Cox), with 
whom he iives, is flat out insane: preferring messages sent to him by 
God in the uniikeiy form of his bowei movements to any sembiance of 
rationai thought, it’d aii be hugeiy engaging, were it not for the fact that 
it’s utteriy nauseating. Danny Millar 


One thing you learn from watching movies is that 

there is something inherentiy wrong with rurai communities, and Satan 
uphoids this iaw with vigour. Combining eiements of The Wicker Man, 
Hammer horror and Mon^ Python, the resuit is a bewiktering mess of 
second-rate scriptwriting, bad acting and a paucity of ideas that begs the 
question, 'Who thought itwouid be a good idea to make this Aim, and 
where did they get the money?’ Vincent Cassei gets a particuiariy raw 
deai as both haives of an incestuous coupie. Nasty. Andy Davidson 












IN WHICH WE 
DISCUSS THE 

MEDIUM 
OF FILM 

IN ITS MANY 

MESMERISING FORMS. 

EDITED WITH ZEN 

PRECIS ON BY 

DAVID JENKINS AND 

DESIGNED BY 
THE DRUNKEN 

MASTER. 

ROB LONGWORTH 



iwinnnnnnnnnnnniwi 

iRinnnnnnnnnnnniKi 

SS KING OF COOLSS 


□ □ 


□ □ 



I — I r— I RICHARD LINKLATER, DIRECTOR OF FAST p-i m 
FOOD NATION, IS A S.LACKER HERO - THE 
' — ' ' EVERYDAY JOE WHO CONQUERED ' 

I — I rn HOLLYWOOD. DAVID JENKINS BUSTS SOME rn I — I 
1 I LJ QUESTIONS ON HIS ASS. I—I LJ 

□□□□□□□□□□□□□□□□ 

□ □ 
□ 


when we coadua an interview at LWLies, one of the questions we try to ask all of our subjects is: 

‘What is it you love about filmT’Ifyouthinkabout it for a moment, iic’su deceptively simple question 
of which ‘escapism’ is the conclusion atwhich many inevitably arrree. Not so with RichardLinklater. 

I I I I His films thrive on posing just such imprecise and whimsical questions: “Who’s everwrittenagreat i i | I 

J I 1 I work about the immense effort required in order not t<j create?” asked the Dostoyevsky Wannabe in I J [ I 

' > I—! 1991's J/rffAer. “Isn't everything we do in life away tohe loved a littl^ more?” asks Celine in 1995’s ‘ * ' ' 

Before Sunvise. “Hey, are you a dreamer?” asks the Manon theTrainln2001’s Waking Life. 

With almost 20 years in the film business behind him, he should have a damn good answer 
for this one. A naturally enquiring and mild-m ann ered gentleman, Linklater, like the dialogue in 
his films, is always ready to take weird and wonderful paths to locate plausible and thought- 
provoking answers. 

ijijin □□□□□□□□□□□!« 
iMin □□□□□□□□□□□«! 
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□ □ 



As a preamble to the bulk of the conversati 
about his new film. Fatt Food Naticn, 
ing about other 


character leavin 


‘movies. 

Mane Anninftte the other day; I took 
of it? “1 


just supposed tt 


daughter.” What did she think 
I liked it more than she did. She liked the 
costumes and everything but thought there 
could have been more to the story. ‘No,’ I told 
her, ‘that’s the bold conceptual thing; to have it 
he about nothing.’ I love the idea oftaking $40 
mil lion to make a movie about hanging out. 
That’s my kind of movie.” 


A Scaimtr Darkly, lih animsited 
story written by P hill ip K 


□ □ 
□ □ 
□ □ 
□ □ 
□ □ 

□ □ 
□ □ 

□ □ 
□ □ 


□ □ 
□ □ 
□ □ 
□ □ 
□ □ 

□ □ 
□ □ 

□ □ 
□ □ 
□ □ 
□ □ 
□ □ 

«!□□□□□□ □□□□□□«! 


Follow! 

Dic£, Linklater collaborated 
Schlosser to make a fictional version of his 
muckraking bestseller, Fast Food Nation. The 
film combines an ensemble cast - a trademark 
of his earher films with a subjea matter 
that is both deeply, political and, at times, 
uncomfortably confrontational. 

It’s afilmwhichhears its direnor’s unmistakable 
stamp. Does he agree? Don’t know. Linklater is 
having none of it; “I’d rather tsilk about other 
movies. That would he bold, dontcha think? 
People are expecting to hear about Fatt'Food 
Nation, but we’d be hold if we didn’t even 


Fine. Let’s be bold. What about the recent 
flollywood trend for big ensemble casts and 
intertwining narratives, a structure that Fast 
Food Nation adheres to. “Haven’t there always 
been, chough? All of Akman. The political 
realm too; films like Network, All the President’s 
Men oiBatt/eofJIntrs. I think that’s the history 
of the political film. You’re going to take on a 
subject and, by its own definition, you want to 
he able to see it from different angles.” 


I I j” ' '""I There are plenty of bold moments ia FastFood 

I I I Nation. Take, for instance, the fact that the 

I 1 1 ' I lead character, an’executive at Mickey’s burger 

□ I I chain (‘Home of The Big One’) played by Greg 
I Kinnear, is unceremoniously written out of the 
1 I film about half way through. Or what about 

__ the stomach-churning closing shots of the kill 
I I I fldorofanabattoirwhere the cattle are chopped 

I 1 I I int o tiny pieces? “The cynicism of Kinnear’s 


vie is how 1 had to 
ey said to me, ‘The lead guy isn’t 
disappear out of a film,’ to which 
I you ever see that movie Psychol 
You chink Janet Leigh is the lead and then you 
go off with Anthony Perkins for whatever 
reason.’” And what anouc the kill floor? “The 
movie doesn’t deliver on everything, except 
the one thing you wish it wouldn’t. People 
discuss how dirty the kill floor is, and you see 
little hin ts of it, but it’s sort of this inevitability 
on a narrative level. By putting it at the end 
and having it, on some unconscious level, 
complete a story”. 

The film, he admits, resonates with him on 
a "personal level, as many of the younger 
characters who pick up the narrative baton are 
only just beginning to discover the possibilities 
of adult life. “I was an offshore oil worker in- my 
early twenties so it wasn’t just a summer job, it 
was my life. I was the guy who had shitty jobs 
that didn’t ever pay anything. 1 never had any 
coilnections. I lived with my family and wasn’t 
one .of those people who got a summer job with 
my pop’s .company. I was always the busboy at 
the restaurant or the dishwasher. I viewed the 
world through the eyes of a person with a shitty 
job and that’s what this film is about. Which is 
ironic now that I’ve probably got the best job 
ever devised by humanity.” 

So is now the right time for a film which is 
heavily critical of the fast food industry? “The 
faa thit Fast Food Nation exists just tells me it is. 
Films reflen what’s in the air. The fact that this 
can get financed and made means that there are 
people out there who are chinking that there’s 
an audience, whether there is or not. Just the 
faa that it exists says something.” 

Then bang. Our allotted time slowly nears the 
dying seconds. There’s only time for one more 
question. He’ll love this one. The question -fre 
ask everyone. The thing we all really, really 
want to know. Mr Linklater, what is it you love 
about film? “Well...” Aaually, to hell with it. 
Let’s be bold. It’s what he would have wanted. 


Richard Linklait 


■t Fatt Ftid Nation is 
lonpage 91 
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I 1 I 1 CANNES, BERLIN AND VENICE MAY GET ALL THE ATTENTION, BUT THOSE i 1 j 1 

WHO DELVE A LITTLE DEEPER WILL FIND THAT THERE ARE NUMEROUS 

I I I I FILM FESTIVALS ACROSS THE CONTINENT THAT WILL ENTICE, EXCITE AND I 1 L-J 

I II 1 ENTHUSE. WHETHERYOU’REAFILMMAKERORJUSTAFILMFAN,LAURENCE | 1, 

BOYCE GIVES YOU A HEADS UP ON SOME OF THE FESTIVALS YOU SHOULD 
I I REALLY MAKE THE EFFORT TO GO TO DURING 2007. 


IS 
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Running alongside the Berlin Film Festival, the Talent Campus gives young directors, producers, acton, 
composers and many others the chance to attend workshops and seminars given hy international stars, 
who have previously included Anthony Minghella and Mike Leigh, whilst meeting new contacts and 
sharing ideas. Being selected for the campus is tough - more chan 1,650 applications from across the 
world were received for this year alone - hur tickets to the public for events are available in limited 
numberS'and worth seeking as there's an inspirational and creative vibe rhere that’s second to none. 
nnn.berlmalt-taltntcampai.ae 

47TH KRAKOW FILM FESTIVAL 
MAY 31 -JUNE 5 

Despite being one of the oldest and moscrespeaed film festivals in the world, the Krakow FilmiFestival is 
only just starting to become noticed amongst cineastes in Western Europe. About time too.as thefestiv^ 
- which specialises in shorts and documentaries - gives a different perspective on the' medium, and 
will provide patrons with some truly unique films. Add in the atmosphere of the Kijow cinetfla, where 
the majority of the films are shown, and the hospitahty of the city itself, and the festival will come as 
an enjoyable eye opener to many. Just stay away from the vodka as you might forget what you’ve seen! 
lfVif-iTampjllmfeinyai.pl 

23RD HAMBURG INTERNATIONAL SHORT FILM FESTIVAL 
JUNE 6-11 

Whilst the so called ‘A-List’ film festivals seemingly reYel in making sure everyone knows how important 
everyone else is, Hamburg revels in bringing people together to watch some of the best short filins from 
around the world- It lacks snobbishness, whors preteijsionandgenerallymakes fun of all the conventions 
of how a film festival ‘should’ be run (one year its official T-shirts boldly proclaimed, ‘I had my film 
rejeaed from the Hanffiurg Short Film Festival’}. A varied programme -r an international conmetition, 
a no budget seaion and the wonderful 5-Minute Quickies - combines with the festival club, which will 
see you drinking until the sun comes up. No worriesjjfcreenir^s don't start until the afternoon. Quite 
simply, it’s one of the most relaxed and enjoyable film festivals in the world, vwa.shortjllm.nm 
LUND INTERNATIONAL FANTASTIC FILM FEStiVAL’JSEE RIGHT) , 

SEPTEMBER 13-22 

This Sweden-based festival — specialising in fantasy, horror and sci-fi movies - will be extra special 
during 2007 as it will play host to the Melies D’Or. This award goes to the Best European Fantastic 
Feature and Short F ilm, with films nominated at the festivals that make up of the Europfan Fantastic 
F ilm Festivals Federation. Not only will the ceremony promise guest stars, but the festival irself will 
serve up the best in European horror, some cracking retros and - being a horror-based festival - a 

unique atmosphere, thanks to rabid audiences’. If you think modern movies aren’t scary, then Lurid 

- place to go to change your mind. 
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CINEMA CHINA 


MARK COUSINS IS THE CO-ARTISTIC 
DIRECTOROF‘CINEMACHINA’JVTRAVELLING 
FESTIVAL OF CHINESE FILM ^ROM THE ’SOS 
TO THE PRESENT DAY THAT KICKS OFF IN 
EDINBURGH IN LATE FEBRUARY. HE GIVES 
LWLIES THE LOWDOWN. 



before last it signed an agreement 
; to mark this. They came;ro me 


LJFLies: iFhtrt did the idea for ‘Cinema China’ er^nate apd hate did ja* about putting the 
feitiyal together? 

CoHsini: The idea came from the University of Edinburgh. The 
with the Beijing Film Academy so they wanted to do somet 
because I had run the Ediuburgh Film Festival. 

My co-director, Dotota Ostrowska, and I came Up with the idea of looking at something that was 
passionately ‘three Chinas’ [PRC, Hong Kong and Taiwan], rather than People's Republic only. And' 
we wanted to look not just at contemporary Chinese film, but the whole evolution, from the great 
silentperiod onwards. , 

It's that kind of ambition — to tell the big story pf Chinese film — but we also wanted a full 
program of contextualising historical lectures. I think we’ve got around 20 lectures on Chinese film, 
aesthetics, society, design, history, etc. 

LWLiet: It there a deff'ee to tohich Chineie cinema itteenassomethingofafooreoutinn European film? Jre 
venot as aware of the historical moments of Chineie film asweare'of their European equivalents? 

Cousins: I’d put it much stronger: I think we are appallingly blind to many great national film 
traditions. Most people know almost nothing ^out Africa or South America or about China 

There has been an active process offorgetting about what great work China did in film aesthetics, 
and'thatispartly because of its own politick history. But just because China fucked up in the twentieth 
century doesn’t mean that people who love movies should ignore or undervalue it. 

LIFLies: There are directors from some countries who react quite strongly against the idea of a national -, 
cinema, and who believe that thinking in those terms is not a helpful w of gettingto grips with a country’s 
cinematic output. iPhtn doyou stand' m that? 

Cousins: I’ve been hearing that argument for 20 years. Some of the best books on China, 

f iarticularly Mary Far^uhar’s and Chris Derry’s recent hook, China on Screen: Cinema and Nation, 
ooks to the idea of ‘nation’ sis one thing and ‘China’ as another thing. It’s not that the nation produces 


g and ‘China’ as another thing. It’s not that the n 


o do what it does anywaybut it relates t< 


it helps 


film, so much as Chinese film is 
build a sense of nationhood. 

So it is a comp heated thing, certainly, but especially in parts ofthe world that are quite ‘locked off’, 
like China or Iran, the question of nation actually becomes quite important because filmmakers are 
not subject to the infiuence of American cinema and therefore their film styles are more distinctive. 

LWLies: Is there one aspect of the festival thatjou’re particularly lookingforward to? 

Cousins: Oveeall, what I believe passionately is thatrhe engine chat drives movies is innovation. So we 
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SILENT FILM SEASON 


ANDREW YOUDELL HAS BEEN PLAYING PIANO 
ACCOMPANIMENTS FOR SILENT FILMS FOR OVER 40 
YEARS. EVER SINCE HIS FATHER, THE ORGANISER OF 

A locAl film society, roped i^im in to improvise 

ALONGSIDE GERMAN FILM SIEGFRIED AT THE AGE OF 
15. IN JANUARY HE ACCOMPANIED BUSTER KEATON’S 
SHERLOCK JR. AT THE BARBICAN ~ THE FIRST 
INSTALMENT OF A SILENT FILM SERIES THAT LASTS 
UNTIL JUNE. 


LWLiet: What does it take tt be a silent film accompanist? 

Youdell: The thing about accompanying that separates it from playii 
n has a kind of tl 


□ 


improvis! 


im^anyinj 


improvis! 


I the film and you respond to it, and ideas that you’' 


three-way feel ti 


never thoimht of before ci 
ifi for each character, and you 


o the film but also to the nr 


:e tunes, vary them, develop them, have lei 
I from the audience who are responding not only 

No show is the same, which is the thing that interests me. ! 
as though you’ve never done it before. Even if it’s somethi 
J 10, +0, 50 times, there can he a completely different feel to tie film 
is different and you’re different; it’s like creating somethi 

• LWLies: Are silent moiies becoming more popular again 
1 Youdell: Ohyes, absolutely, every year there are moi 


is that it’s all 
it. You look at 
I you. You can 
in atmosphere 


:ry time you see a film, you approach 
like Afnropo/ir which you’ve played 
a each performance. The [ 


j people doing it 


I LWLies: What does good accompaniment add to the experience of vatchinga film? 

■ Youdell: \t should be interesting enough in its own right to be good as music, and it should comment,- 
n character development. What you try not to do is a literal 
the screen; it’s the mood you’re trying tc 


ically, on subtexts in the^Sm ai 
accompaniment of things happenin, 


LWLies: With all the technological adoances that moyie making has undergone, tthj are silent films from the 
’20s still north -natchingl 

Youdell: The ’20s and^JOs were probably the best two decades of cinema history, when everybody •' 
was still learning their craft. It was a period of tremendous innovation throughout the world; and 
no films from one country looked like any films from another. American pictures had their ; 

Soviet Union films of the ’20s; French films had a very anarchic sprt of style; e' 
some character to them. There was tremendous variety and people were doing things that had never ' 
been done before. 4 

LWLies: What is jour fayourite flm to accompany? ■ >’ 

Gosh there are loads. I love doinvJVijpo/eiin, which is five-and-a-half hours lone and prdbably , 


had their style; • 
ritish films had 
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HE WRONG 

ARM OF 

THE LAW; 

THE 

TOTALITARIAN 

COP GENRE 
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nasty regimes, the men who wear boots solely > 
stamp on human faces, the ones infinitely 
interesting and perverse than even the 

□ maverick of their democratised brethren. l l 

While the ideologically flabby Gorbachev [ I 
was aUowing the Workers’ Paradise to fall apart ' ' 

□ like a pair of knocked-off Lewi’s from Minsk, it - . i 

was inevitable that someone would take a gamble I I 
on combining the cold war with the nuddy 1 I 

□ cop routine. Red Heat (1988) featured Arnold ' 

Schwarzenegger as Danko, a Soviet pohceman | I ' 
(sadly lacking a plausibly officious department 11 
- Central Directorate for Recidivist Correction 

□ or the like) pursuing a Russian drug baron to i i 

Chicago, where he’s teamed up with alf-American I I 
wastrel James Belushi. Direaor Walter Hill had ] ' 

□ already created the ultimate mismatched cop t"'* n 
pairing with Noire and Murphy in'4S Afe/frr, but' 1'- I 

perhaps he felt he hadn't fully explored the rocky ' I 

□ road to Grudging Respea Between Men. ■ ■ 

Schwarzenegger is undercover in the J j 
snowbound bathhouse of a Soviet iron foundry L-.J 
with nothing but a face towel to cover his, 

H rivets. Passing from one torch-lit room ( I 

another, each packed with oiled .. j I 




There is a theory that a i 
suburbs by wealthy officers of the first 
police forces inthe mid-nineteenth century 
was not entirely coincidental. Someone, it 
is suggested, had to make sure the gin-soaked 
plebs^idn’t just smash the place up. While the 
argument doesn’t really hold water when it comes 
to, say, London’s Holloway Road or Manchester 
in its entirety, there is a pleasing symmetry to it 
which sits well with the idea that police are, above 
all, instruments of the state. The problem arises 
when it comes to the ‘F’ word, often followed.by 
the ‘P’ word. 

You may not realise, but there is quite a 
difference between the kind of ‘Fascist Pig’ 
who will bop you with his truncheon at a 
demonstration for calling him names, and those 
who will drag you to a commandeered football 
stadium, send you to a concentration camp, 
or simply chuck you out of a helicopter at 
12,000 feet. 

The former have featured in a thousand films 
from The Blue Lamp to The Black Dahlia, but 
few filmmakers have had the skill or the verve 
tackle the latter; the straight-up cops from 
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musclemen, he exchanges lingering I | 

looks with ‘the guys’ who also seem to I I 

have misplaced their own tea towels. The 
perfunctory plot is resolved mostly through I ' I 
car chases and slo-mo explosions, but what I I 
rescues Red Heat is Hill’s refusal to have'Danko.. ' 

□ changed by his journey to the dark heart of i ' i 
capitalism. Schwarzenegger ends the movie as-he I ' j 
begins; a Soviet colossus untroubled by Hnubr or . 1 J 
' one suspects, too much Thinking About Things. 

I I Only now, instead of a tiny towel, he’s wearing a 1 I 
j_| policeman*! uniform. Ana there’s nothing camp j_| 
;• about that. ■ 

□ Has an SS uniform been anything but camp j i 

yince The Producertt Fatherland (199+) was j j 

adapted by Walt Street scripter Stanley Weiser * ’ 

□ from the Robert Harris novel, and clevA’ly < ' ' i 
dupes us into identifying with Rutger Hauer’s 11 
' SS policeman Xavier March. Out of uniform, ' 1 

□ Zavi is an avuncular sceptic, which makes 

morning routine all the more disturbing - shirt, I I 
tie, trousers. Swastika armband, cap. with Skull | | 

insignia, quick coffee. 

□ It’s 196+ in a Cold War world divided between 
the United States and a victorious Nazi Germany, 
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where peace is possible only because the Nazis j i 
' ' j keep the Holocaust a secret. I I 


have managed 

When March’s investigations lead him 

□ truth - amazingly, the Jews weren’t all resettled i t 
,^in a Milton Keynes ortbe'Urals - the Gestapo 
begins to cake an unhealthy interest ^ him. ' ' 

□ Hauer, to his credit, drercomes the handicap ■■ i 
of being the most Nazi- looking actor you could I 1 

possibly think of. Put him in the soiled, semen I I 

encrusted trackies that pass for ‘uniforms' among 
bus drivers these days and you’d still expect him I I 

rder |_J 




□ 
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I click his heels when he shouts, “Jumust buy de 
ticket vom der machine BEFORE BOARDING! 

But his surprising vulnerability makes March i ' ’ i 
someone we’re rooting for despite the sure and I j 
certain knowledge chat he drinks his PG Ties * * 

□ from a Swastika mug and wistfully smiles, “A 
fcAa/z Stajfel peopU 


.Pniforms of a difl'ei 


o less shocking 


□ 

□ 


□ tint 

(2002^ where Javier Bardem as Detective* Rejas 
shines as the lodestone for the good cop in the 
service ofbad men. He is the epi 

□ miiec, decent man whose circum 

cnaraedwithdeliverinesufiversi. „ 

□ □□□□□■ 

□ the military courts - tear at his sense ^ 

uf seif. The great achievement here . is H 

that We share his ambivalence; the army- * 

□ backed regime of Fujimori (a Prime Minister r i 

so up to his neck in naughtiness he dared only I I 

fax his eventual resignation from hiding in i I 

□ Tokyo) was harsh and indiscriminate, but Rejas’ _ 

target is the most bizarre, cultish rebel movement I I 

in Latin America. 1 j 

Ezequiel Duran ' ' " ' ' 



□ 


Guzman, the professorial leader of.The Shining 
Path guerrillas who unleashed a torrent of car 
bombings and mass executions on Peru in the 
1980s. The dogs hanging from lamppos 


□ 


And so to the future and a message 
Zline, West End star, director, painter 
equestrian: Billy, there are still copies of MegayiUt 
for sale on eBay at £2.99 a pop. Didn’t you have 
some of your people take care of this? No doubt 
someone, somewhere, is proud to have worked on 
the rightful heir to FaArfTrAfir -2^2, this being a tale r- — ^ 
of a dystopian future where all ‘media’ is banned j I 
- a grammatical atrocity that sets the tone for the t I 
entire film. 

Zane.plays a Media Policeman, a poor flaifoot I I 

whose only joy in life is busting warehouses full of I _l 

furious ly roobarbing extras watchingtelly. Selected 
for a special mission to Megaville, the last place i i 

on earth where people are free to enjoy ‘media’, | I 

Zane realises chat the headaches and flashbacks * ' 

that have been troubling him probably mean r i 

Iw’s had a transmitter/camera/mind-control/ I j 
bomb inserted into his brain by his superiors I • 
for their own nefarious ends. Fortunately, they — — 
too are viaims of an incomprehensible script, I I 
and Billy is able to escape their dutches by not L._J 
answering his telephone - a suiVival trick 

he would have done well to pull when | | 

he call came offering him this part. | I 

□□□□□□ 

□□□□□□ 

USUAL SUSPECTS Qj 

□ 

I boss { 

in the I 1 

□ 


□ 1980s. The dogs hanging from lampposts were I | 
the signature of the real Shining Path. The J I 
movement’s assassins Would dynamite the bodies L. — ,1 

□ of their victims. Guzman was revered almost as , 

. a Messiah. Bardem's Rejas_ is a world away from I I . 
such bombast, and what’s most teUing about his I - 1 
charaaer is the importance of the video of Costa ,• 
Gavras’ JAtfe of Were, where the Greek's style relies I I • 

"iU 


THE LIVES OF OTHERS (2006) 

DIR. FLORIAN HENCKELVON 
DONNERSMARCK 

Rightly lauded for its refusal to get cosy with DDR 
nostalgia, Ulrich Muehe is great as the moj ' 
troubled Stasi officer asked ny his obsessed 
to spy on a famous actress and her husband 
dying days of the regime. 

VFOR VENDETTA (2005) 

DIR. JAMES MCTEIGUE \ 

Literallyhalf a good film (up untilPortnjan leaves. I 

prison) worth sticking with for the performance p | 
of Stephen Rea as detective Gordon Deicrich 



presents Rejas framed in gentle 
spare of conversation, an extraordinary 
irdinary film. 


□ 

□ 


D 


□□□□□□□□□□□□a 
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NORMAN MCLAREN 
DVD BOX SET 
DIR. NORMAN 
MCLAREN 
AVAILABLE: 
FEBRUARY 26 





leave behind the son from his first marriage. Claus 
Detlef Siercfc became the hhie-eyed boy star of 
Nazi cinema but was killed on the Russian front in 
1944-. The film A Time to Love tmd a Time to Die is 
Sirk's relmaginiag of the last weeks of his son’s life. 
After leaving Hollywood in 1959, the director's last 
films were '70s university projects for his students 
in Munich: each year’s intake voted on which of 
their &vourite scripts they "would produce — Sirk 
made the one that came bottom. 


his theatre career to become perhaps the greatest 
practitioner of Hollywood melodiamas. Written on 
the Wind pre-empts TV soap Dedlat for oil family 
intrigue, *but here derricks pump suggestively, 
and lively Dorothy Malone clutches a mod^l of a 

E riapic rig to her chest. While Rock Hudson was 
irks leading man of choice, it’s appropriate that 
these films, derisively associated with ‘women’s 
issues', have many wonderful female leads: Written 
also stars stunning Lauren Bacall; Jane Wyman 
fiilln for gardener Hudson in AJl That Heaven 
AUoyer, and Sirk’s valedictory Imitation of Life has 
T ana Turner and maid Juanaa Moore caught in a 
typically bleak look at the post -WWII dream. Other 
films here include All I Desire, The Tarnished Anoels 
and Magnificent Ohsestion — showcases for Silk's 
sumptuous style, which belies an iapredibly bitter 
underside, like biting through a maggot m your 
Turkish Delight. 


Though often seen as kitsch* or camp, Pouglas< 
Sirk’s films — and those of fellow emigre Max 
Ophuls — were great champions of women’ s 
rights. Despite the supposedly cosy images of home 
and ftimily, films such as All I Desire, or Ophuls’ 
The Reeklesi Moment, showed the plight of women 
stuck in small town lives, and their powerlessaess 
without an income of their own. ^iner Werner 
Fassbinder retold jf// that Heaven Allovs in 197J as 
Fear Eats the Soul — this time with the gardener 
love interest a Moroccan guest worker in 
Germa^ — while Todd Haynes tackled the same 
source five years ago in Far from Heitpen, starring 
Tulianae Moore. And Sirk’s infiueace spreacfi 
U'om Married to the Mob, through . Edvard 
Scissorhands to current TV fiire Despererte 
Hoasevives. Jonas Milk 


Who? 

Douglas Sirk’s brilliant career was overshadowed 
by one central tragedy. Born Hans Detlef Sierck in 
Hamburg in 1897, when he quit Germany 40 years 
later with his second — Jewish - wife, Sirk had to 


:ft with an image of dappled Lights and 
ttplore Life beyond the blur. MtTStoalel 
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sy MIKIO NARUSE■■^^9S^■^956) ANGEL-A (2005) 


CM RK (1987) 
LATHRYN BIGELOW 
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SOUTHERN COMFORT 
(1981) 

DIR: WALTER HILL 
AVAILABLE: JANUARY 29 

Waiter Hill’s brand of gritty, 
masculine cinema - as exemplified 
in The Warriors finds its artistic 
peak in this uncomfonabiy tense 
film. Eight national guards 
stranded InLouisiana swamplands 
find themselves the quarry of 
murderous Cajun woodsmen. 
As the tensions within the group 
worsen, the reluctant soldiers are 
slowly picked off. It's Tietnara 

□ 

Q 

□ 

□ 

1 1 the invisible Cajuns as tlie TC. i ■ . i 

1 1 A cross between Deliverance and 

I 1 FirifA/esd, the film’s comparative 

I I distance from theTietnam conflict • — ■ ■ 1 

1 — 1 makes its violence and sociopathy , — i 

1 1 no less disturbing. Cooder’s 1 

H 1 1 aeaice. DaaSlenart 1 1 

!□□□□□ 
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□ 
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PASOLINI BOX SET VOL. 1 t 1 

(1961-1965) 

DIR: PIER PAOLO PASOLINI 
AVAILABLE: FEBRUARY 26 ' ' 

Arguably one of the most | | 

heartbreaking scenes in modern I I 

European cinema occurs about a j | 

third of the way through Kanni ^ ■ ' 

Moretti's 199J film Dear Diarj fn !'■■■■ s 
which the inquiring chronicler, 
played by Moretti himself, visits 
the decaying gravestone of Italian I - 1 

director Pier Paolo Pasolini while 

Keith Jarretl’s mournful 'Koln I 

Concert’ plays in the background. 

This DVtl box sec of ear^ films | [ 

by the late provocateur, like the 
aforementioned scene, reminds us i i 

that we should study and preserve | 

the past while doing our best to . j 

keep artistic muses sacred. ' ' 

The first disc in this collection j 1 

comprises Pasolini's 1961 debut 1 

Accattone w'hich documents the 
hand-to-mouth existence of a 1 1 

\m 

1 

u 



BRANDED TO KILL 
DIR: SEIJUN SUZUKI 
AVAILABLE: 

FEBRUARY 26 

Back in 1967, Branded to 'Kilt 
was tke straw chat broke tlu 
camel’s back. After a series of 
battles with Nikkatsn Studios, 
Suzuki was fired for delivering 
what was then seen as confusing 
junk. Today tfie film is regarded 
as a work of art, yet it's still 
something of a head-scratcher: 

Jo Shishido flays Killer #? 

- a Takuza with hamster-like 
cheeks and a fetish for the smell 
of boiling rice,*a contract killer 
trapped in a dreamland of sex' I 
and violence. His adventures are i 
both hilarious , and in^ossihle 
CO fallow, so jtist sit back and ' 
enjoy the beautiful weirdness. I 



n his own novel, A Vtolcnt 
. With its bleak treatment of 
symptomatic machismo that 
ilts from slum life, a non- 
professional cast fwith first 'time 
-ctor Franco Citti in the title 
>iej allows the film to convey an 
of post-neo-realist romantic 
or even ihou^the director 
said to have wanted to distance 


later, Pasolini 


□ 

□ 

□ 

□ 

□ 

!□ 


with the filming of the Passion of-; 
Jesus with Orson WcUss playing 
the man behind the camera, a^d a 
kiddy-fiddling Christ who di^s on 
the cross from over cai^sumpfipnr 
of the titular cheese. 

Perhapsthemost unassuming, 
yet resonant, addition to 'Zhis. 
collection is his little seen 196+ 
documentary, Comizi d*Amore 
(JThe Asiem^j of Looe) in which 
the director travels across Iral'y 

K izzing members of the pt^iic 
out their attitudes cowards 
love and sex. While not only 
high lig hting the social legacy of 
Mussalini’s ultra ' 


□ 

□ 


chat if you 

them a simple question, chances 
are they’ll say something funny. 
It plays out a bit like Borat, albeit 
with a stronger sense of social 
accountability. David Jenkins 
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VIRGO 
AVAILABLE: JANUARY 29 

Here's the Iitest entry in the swelling ‘art porn’ genre, starring 
‘Lauren Lee Smith and familiar indie face Eric Balfour. 
Projects Like these tend to result in a stic^ mess -whereby 
sexual content becomes the single defining mgredieni of'the 
film. Lie Wiib Me somehow avoids this fate, perhaps due to 
the coupling of a simple plot with believable characters, or 
maybe just the fact that everything (and everyone) is so damn 
good-looking. Either way, Virgo is a cool and sexy roi^ in a 
colourful bohemian package. Whaf’s nht to Like? Pfrsn Xeii/ 




ANTIK6RPER {ANTIBODIES) (2005) 

DIR: CHRISTIAN ALVART 
AVAILABLE: JANUARY 29 

What a joy this is; a genuinely exciting, low-budget 
German thriller that relies more on an excellent script 
and bravura cast rather than one-trick fiash-hangs and 
superfluous CGI. When notorious serial killer Gabriel 
Engel (Andre Hennicke) is finally arrested, small town 
cop Michael Martens (Wotan Wilke Mdhrlng) journeys* 
to the big, bad city to find out whether Engel was 
responsible for a child mutd*er which has loomed over 
his village for six years. 

Engel’s mind games set him turning the mirror on 
Marten’s own repressed demons in a film that shimmers 
with brooding ant^ipation, effortlessly touching on 
(hemes of faith and morality with an understated nair. 
Hennickeis as creepy as Kevin Spacey or Anthony Hopkins 
- the debt to modern olassics like Se7en and Silence of the 
Ao/nkrbeingplalnly obvious in parts — while Mdhring is a 
fractured marvel. Jntiboeliej v/oa a shit load of awards at 
European film festivals last year, and deservedly so — it’s 
got cult classic scribbled ail over it. You sec chat guy at the 
back caking notes? That’s Hollywood. Senztne 


HELLZAPOPPIN- (1 941 ) 

DIR: .H C POTTER 

Available: February 5 

Adapted from the ’JOs stage musical, Hellza^oppin' 
is a surreal brand of slapafick vaudeville that 'has 
been celebrated as a forerhhner of Monty Python. 
Its famous Lindyhop dance sec^uence (check it out 
on YouTube^ even inspired -a London- swing club 
of the same name. Starring Chlo Johnson and Ole 
Oleson, a conventional enough plot (love triangle; 
climactic show that’s almost scuppered by a pair of 
goofy stagehands) is almost obscured b-y non-stop 
visual puns, one-liners, explosions, songs and dance. 
‘Any resemblance between Hellza^oppin* and a 
motion picture are purely coincidental’ a title card 
tells us, the first of a series of self-referential jokesthat 
include characters talking hack to cameramen, 
projectionists and audience members. Tjie 
songs are unexceptional,, but the film’s 
zany energy along with some great comic 
performances — especially from lldischa Auer 
as a gloomily camp aristocrat. - make this DVD 
release long overdue 




roll, and 
Paul 0’ Cal 


□ □□□ 

GHOST OF MAE NAK (2005) 

DIR: MARK DUFFIELD 
AVAILABLE: JANUARY 29 

Dufficid’s film follows a newlywed couple 
Thailand who moTe into an ancient Bangkok house 
once belonging to Mae Nak, a woman who died during 
childbirth but who refuses to accept her death. Desperate 
to stay with her devoted husband, Mae slays anyone who 
tries to sabotage her happiness. At first she cries to protect 
the couple, but she soon expects a deadly favour in return. 
Ghost of Mae Nki has all the subtlety of a sledgehammer 
with a mantra that runs something like ‘more is nrore’. 
Witness a severed head rolling around a car windscreen, 
vital organs spilling out of a man’s body onto the street, 
and endure lines like, “Grandma, you know I don’t believe 
in ghosts,” (cue ghost^. It’s eminently silly, but for all its 
fiaws, this film is defiantly one of the-hetter additions to the 
J-horror canon. Aft/Atofi/el r 


!□□□ 

' THE PERVERT'S GUIDE TO CINEMA (2006) 
DIR: SOPHIE FIENNES 
AVAILABLE: NOW 


Analysis an impressively wide range of films, from Dusk 
^ottp to ^ght Club, Cilj Lightsta The .Mtifrix, philosopher and 
psychoanalyst Slavoj Zizek exposes the bubbling cauldron of 
primeval ur^es beneath eve^ Bickering fr 




tpist fantasies ar 
uuis 11^ that when sitting^ 
toilet bowfand waitin^or 


ling cauldron of 
ne. His thesis is 
re about as filthy as it gets or, 
i the cinema we are “scaring 
1 waitmg'tor things to reappear”. 

Sophie Fiennes’ (Ralph’s sisterj masterstroke is to 
put Zizek in the very films he’s analysing, making the 
documentary visually arresting and the man himself 
even more excitable. When getting into Tippi Hedren’s 
‘motivation’ in rtf AWr,he exHaims, “My God, I’m chinking 
like Melaniet You know what I’m thinking now! I wapt to 
fuck Mitch!” It’s a fascinating journey, full of glimpses into 
psychoanalytical speculation, and a great excuse to revisit 
many brilliant, mainly familiar pieces of classic cinema. 
While there are few revelatory moments, this is fascinating 
stuff nonecheless.Tdnter Arufltwc 


□ □□ 


MAN PUSH CART (2005) 

DIR: RAMIN BAHRANI i 

AVAILABLE: FEBRUARY 5 I 

This relentlessly downbeat little film charts the” 
mundane existence of Ahmad, a Pakistani immigfa'nt | 
in New Tori who sells coffee and baked 'goods f^om a | 
pushcart byday, and peddlespprnDTDson the streets by i 
night. Ahmad Razvi’s po-faced central performance 
brings new meaning to the 'word understated, 
whifit Ramin Bahrani’s directonal style is so detached 
he makes Michael Haneke look like Ron Howard. 
However, once you’ve come to terms with the fact that 
nothing whatsoever is going to happen,' AYiZfi Push Cart 
emerges as, a haunting, strangely compelling character 

— j_ -L.- I: -L. long after the credits 

e with repeated 


□ □□□ 


^character 
the credits 
viewings. 
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PARALLEL SONS (1 995) 

DIR: JOHN G YOUNG 
AVAILABLE: JANUARY 29 

Seth Carlson is a white teenaper obsessed with black 
culture, stuck in a dead-end joS in a small town. When 
he's held up one night by an esc^ed black convict with a 

f ' u^hot wound in nis arm, a Strang friendship blossoms 
etween the two men that later turns into something far 
deeper. The emotional pitch of t'he film shifts satisfyingly 
throughout its 91 minutes; intimate moments are treated 
with a delicate mix of adrenaline and serenity, and some 
of the jokes are at the expense of racial stereotyping Cthe 
subject of Bill Cosby as representative of African-American ■ 
culture is debated over a campfire), PaMltl Sens is an 
■ enjoyable and assured debut, ambitious in its themes but 
rooted in the details of human interaction, rivalling the 
mtye recent BroksbAck Mountain as an elegiac love story 
h.etween star-crossed fmale) lovers./frrHonuui/ 


□ □□ 
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R/O/CULE (1996) 

DIR: PATRICE LECONTE 
AVAILABLE: JANUARY 29 

After the insipid Orange* County dialogue of 
the recent A^sn't Antaintttt, it’s a pleasure 
to discover that scr^twriters once knew 
how to capture the elegance, cruelly 
and wit of the court of Louis Xvj. A nobleman CCharles 
Berling) arrives at Yersailles seeking funds for his estate, 
and finds thit to impress the court, he must master 
l*es^rit - the courtly game of wit — or face ridicule. With 
lavish production values and Leconte’s subtle, polished 
direction this is a period treat — though mono^ots like 
this reviewer may find the quickfire barbs of wit blunted 
by the need for rather pedestrian subtitles. Dan Sttioart 







DIVA (1981) 

DtR: JEAN-JACQUES BEINEIX 
AVAILABLE: NOW 

-Jacques Beineix went on to direct ThfMoon in the Gutter Qhe 
.me IS a reflection of his neon-tinged style) and Bc^jr Blue, but . 
this tale of an opera-obsessed postie’s unfortunate entry into the I 
drugs underworld is the high watermark of his career. Richard I 
Bohringer is ton cool for ece?e as the fixer very much in his blue 
period, accompanied by a teen temptress - underage in Daniel 
Odier's original novel, and here Yietnamese to boot. Then there 




PALABRAS ENCADENADAS 
{KILLING WORDS) (2003) 
DIR: LAURA MANA 


2 " ) 

iilESSis-siS 


lessons are cancelled when his feisty ex-wife, a psychologi 


nut Qoe! 
H word pi 
Laura b 

P 

DIR: AN 
AVAILAI 


'd play makes f 
Laura Mana's stark adaptat 
play. Georgie Hobhs 


guessing gan 


RED ROAD (2006) 

ANDREA ARNOLD 
AVAILABLE: FEBRUARY 26 





D™ NiTROEG ^ 

ss: ’70s hey-dey of science Action, but Britain’s general 
riUiance - from Euhrick to Scott, Bowie to Bolan — at making 
verything look and sound extremely cool. Thomas Jerome 
Newton (played by David Bowie at a point when he quitepossihly 
did consider himself to be an alien) is an intergalactic visitor 
sent to Earth to find water and thus save his home planet from 
drought. While Newton’s advanced technological knowledge 
soon makes him incredibly wealthy on our dim-witted planet, 
ir dim-witted temptations also prove irresistible. It’s utterly 
pretentious, and all the morf brilliant for it. James — ti- 


esistihle. It's utterly 
'..James Bramble 

■ ■■ 
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CONTAINER (2006) 

DIR: LUKAS MOODYSSON 
AVAILABLE: NOW 


THE LOVERS OF THE ARCTIC CIRCLE (1998) 







□□□□□□□S5SS 

LORD, GIVE ME LENGTH!: JpM 
A GUIDE TO LONG FILMS 


WITH THE .DUEL RELEASE OF BELA TARR’S 

SATANTANGO (CLOCKING IN fiJ 371 MINS) AND SERGEI I > 

BONDARCHUK^ ADAPTATION OF WAR AND PEACE 


, 

rOTAL-IMfflERSION CINEMA. 


431 MINTON DVD, JONAS MILK GIVES HIS GUIDE TO 


□ 


On Its Munich premiere in 1992, Edgar Reitz’s 
2i-jnd-a-half hour Thf Stcond Heimat chronicle 
broke the record for the longest film ever screened 
commercially; And that’s offer the original Heindt 
had been broadcast on BBC2, clocking in at over 15 
hours long. In 2004, Reitz released a third instalment 
which ran at a slightly disappointing 11 hours. 

Ton'll have guessed that, for me, length does 
matter. Some films are long because of the tradition 
they come from - take popular Bollywood crossover 
La^aaa, which is nearly as long as the cricket match 
at Its centre — or their source, although in the case of 
Sergei Bondarchuk's War and reading the hook 
mi^t be quicker. 

The Germans, you could suggest, has'c something 
of a penchant for long movies: the uncut version or 
Dai Sotff lasts five hours; while lost to Hollywood 
history is Erich von Stroheim’s Grttd - reputed 
to run up to l^ho'tirs hut cut by the studio to 
something nearer to two and never seen in its 
intended glory again. 

The master of the extended film is French 
director Jacques Rivette. His 19d0 debut, Paris Nous 
A^partitnty a tale of paranoia among avant-garde 
types that plays like a zombie flick for intellectuals, 
is 140 mmutes long. By 1971 he’d gone even longer; 
Out Ont Cnot currently available on DTD) runs to a 
triumphant 12 hours. 

La Belle Neiieuie (1991) is a ravishingportrait of 
the relationship between the artist and his muse, and 
for pretty much fonr hours you get to stare at a naked 
Emmanuelle Beart. It’s certainly one of her best roles 
as it makes the most of her incredible beauty with a 
steely, defensive character beneath. Michel Piccoli 
is* the artist with whom she shares this watchful* 
dance; the passions may be muted hut what emerges 
on, screen is absolutely devastating. And this is the 
glory, of long films: to get as much under the skin ■ 
of something as you ever can; this is cinema where 
viewers are afforded space to think. 

Hungarian Bela *Tarr is another master, this 
time of the Ions shot. His seven-hour masnum 
_!• >• . 


towards the earners; you don’t see a humafi face for 
the first 17 minutes (ny which time you have had a 
woman washing her bits, though). It's a stupendous 
filmic monument, as the desultory inhabitants 
of a decrepit communist collective await the return 
— from tfie dead - of one of their own: Irimias, 
‘The Wizard’, who could be an avenging angel. 


•igo opens 



group 


of Cl 
s they wander 


I’ll never forget watching horror movie The 
Kingdom in the cinema one Sunday lunchtime, 
through the afternoon* and into the evening - a- 
long-haul fright. For nearly five hours the audience 
was gripped by every bump and turn as Lars von 
Trier’s camera wandered the corridors of his sepia- * 
stained hospital, full‘of freaks and fools. When 
we came out we all felt we’d survived something 
exceptional together. 

There were intervals of course; non^ of these 
directors is so masochistic as to expect their work 
to he experienced in one fell swoop, which is what 
makes these films ideal for television — and DVD. By 
the end of Wolfgang Petersen’s Das Booty you know 
each rivet and cranny of U-boat 96 as it prowls the 
North Atlantic. The Best of Youth (six hours) is a 
contemporary Italian family drama, made for TV, 
which in 200i won the Un Certain Regard Award at 

Family is at the core of the first Heineat, which 
hegins after the end of the First World War and' takes 
us all the way to two years before its release, in 1984. 
Here, director Edgar Reitz manages to find the epic in 
tl^ episodic, while providing a surprisingly intimate 
p'fctrait of the inhabitants of the north-lDiein region 
di Germany: the Hunsriick, Eight years later, the 
blocfchuster of the series cold the story of the youngest 
.'sdn of tl^e clan’s university years in ’60s Munich; the 
memories of friendships and adventures are so strong 
chat I’m. sure they’ve even replaced some of my 
own. But what a mark it has left behind: these 
places, faces, even accents will stay with you forever, 
ultimately, it is over 52 hours long - or an hour a 
week for a year. That’s as much as I used to do yoga. 
Mind you, now that I think about, I could do with a 
stretch. /iirt«rAri74 
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FILM 

HOT TO 

DIRECTOR 

MICHAEL DINNEB 

STARRING 

BOBCAT GOLDTHWAIT 
DABNEY COLEMAN 
MARY GROSS 
JOHN CANDY 

BOX MARKINGS 

FOETID CARDBOARD SLIPCASE. 

TAGLINE 

‘WHEN I TALK, 

LAUGH YOURSELF HOARSE 


SiS 

5BSS 


FredP Chaney iolierits not only Don, a talking Btiddhisc 
horse with an innate nnderstanding of the Dow Tc — 
Index, hue also her 50 per cf 
largest brokerage firms. 

Had he been played by a young Michael Douglas or 
preening Sheen, we would already be bayii^ tor his 
over-privueged, pony-tailed head on a spike, But since 
he is in fact essayed by premature Parkinson’s candidate 
Bobcat Goldthwait, and this is yet another underdog 
story, we get dutifully behind the Little prick. 

The moustache cwirler in these coiporate capers 
is ERH stalwart Dabney Coleman, who wisely chooses 
to play Fred's scheming step-dad from behind a pair 
of distranlngly massive anfi ornate spectacles whilst 
chewing on a mouthful of Scribble tiles. 

Dabney tries everything in his Mephistophelean 
bag of tricks to get his hands on Fred's half* of the 
cormiany, which amounts to offering the squawking 
buffoon y500 for it. Bobcat turns down both this offer 
ai^ the opportunity of silting back and collecting 5^er 
cent of everything the firm makes by doing squat. This 
is Reagan’s ’80s, and goddamit he’s going to work! Soon 
he's in montage mode - driving a Merc, wearing a shiny 
grey suit and having his office redecorated to the b^ac of 
%ock'n’ Roll Loudmouth’. 

For reasons best known to anthropologists, 
seasoned Wall Street analysts or the scrimwriters.T^on 
the hofse has hitherto iept 
financial nous to himself, but upon meeting Bol 
dangerously unstable lunatic he immediately decides 
to impart a few insider nuggets to auwnent his new 
friend's rudimentary financ^insight. They hit paydirt 
first time out and use the ackers to move into a palatial 
white penthouse apartment, replete with an atrium full 
of thunder and lightning that will later go on to play no 
part in the plot whatsoever. 

It is at this point that the film, like-so many other 
ERH classics, transcends its hare-brained origms and 


Bolica 


ffrom traditional filmmaking techniques or, indeed, 




Fred orders his half c 
painted white, ineffable Samurai fiorists 
engged then as readily discarded and, in a at-cne lum 
prSgures the austere majesty of Nathan Barley’s 
Crfmajter Cjde by some years, Don stands erect in a 
vast minimalist livii^ space pretending to be a statue 
while a stout Mexican maid hoovers around him 
and the soundtrack swells with accordion music. In 
another, a vast menagerie of birds and animals fill the 
(suddenly heavily ornamented} apartment and reduce 
this canticle to conspicuous consumerism to a psalm 
squalor. A more fantastical Buddhist extension of 
Bunuel's ExtermwaHngJngtl is hard to imagine. 

In a bid to reconcile the original plot strands with 
the emergence of so brittle a dream state, the final act 
sees Don and Fred attempting nothing less than to 
unite the; divergeht realms of humans and animals, art 
and. commerce, and the base and the spiritual into one 
ecsti&ic, unifymg whole by caking on Dabney’s prize 
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DIANA SANDERSON , 

AND MARY 

COCHRANE MClVOR 
RUN BILLPULLMAN 
ORGj^NONLINESHRINE 
TO THE INDEPENDENCE 
DAY STAR. LWLIES ASKS 
DIANA WHAT IT TAKES TO BE 
A FAN. 

Wky sill Pullmftn ? 

Tve prohahiy heea a faa for about 10 years now, and I ibinlt 
wliat I really like about him is the diversity of the roles 
that he’s played. I also Like the dichotomy between who 
he is and some of his characters. Some of his best roles 
has'c been when he's played a morally ambiguous 
character. That really plays agsinst his image: 
an individual, he is one of the nicest 
- he’s friendly, he’s gre^rious and 
generous, then he turns around and 
plays these really dark figures. 


Hd7fjou meCBill in tbtjlerbl 
Earlier this year Mary arranged an 
interview with Bill, while he was doing 
the play £.;^eifirioii 6 down^ Baltimore. 

I couldn’t go, so I called him on the phot 
We had this really lovely conversation, and 
during the course of it I found out he was going 
to be here in Asheville, as his son was interviewing 
at the college where I work. We met up with them, spent the 
day together and then went out on the town that night. He 
and my husband got on really well and it was great to get to 
know him. He’s very curious, he asks a lot of questions. I tike 
that about him. 

B'b} didjou iTarf ii^jaur sebiitt ! 

I think It was '98 that we got it up and running. We noticed 
that were not many sues devoted to him, and this was at a time 
when he was really riding high in terms of popularity. He’d 
just done While Yoh Were Sleeping^ then he did Tndtpendenee 
and Mr Wrong - all high-profile studio films - 
and it was like, ‘Why doesn’t this guy have a great 
website?’ So we decided as fans that we should 
put something together for him. 


Hoye maru peo^e vork on the Titbtite! 

There’s two of us mainly. Mary is the I 
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designer — she really put a lot of blood, 

design, so it’s a lot more professiondl 
looking now. I write most of the text, and 
ur Yahoo Group also pomts out articles 
that appear online, or photos that appear on 
of the image sites. I guess it's a group effort. 
Then we have a small number of long-time* fans 
who help us financially. 

Wharqiialitiei make a Bill Pullman fanl Ii there aiy comaon trait 
or eharaeterittief 

I think we’re all very intelligent for recognising him. He’s 
not pretty like Some actors, and he’s not as poptuar as some 
actofs, but what we recognise is a real quality about hitri, 
and an intelligence to his actmg and to hit collection qif filme 
and plays. 

HoTi afien dojou Ttork on the lire ! 

I check it everyday, and I’m on various newsfetf^ls 
I check those fob any information about Bill. 
Now we’re in touch with him, so every o,nce ■ 
a while I send him a note and say, .“Hey 
Bill, what are you up to!" Sometimes 
he answers, sometimes he doesn’t, but 
It’s really nice to have that" personal 
association with him. Wean Kelly 
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/ith Cohrt heer 


\ I partnership' 

y' J essentials - beer and money - by using your 
/ yt filmmaking talents, and each month weu be 
/ reviewing ana rewarding the best efforts. 

y Our first selection was a tricky one due to the high 
standards of the entries so for. We’d like to highly 
commend the excellent A Pittiu't Coji S^r A Thsustuid Wtris by 
Tom Mansfield, which aligns avant-garde sound and visuals with 
a finely-tuned sense oftecnnicalpro&tiency, while Adam Pike and 
Chris Walker’s Gcftmotrer packs one ofthe best punch-lines in ihe 
competition so far into iis final few seconds. It's been di£cult to 
single out just one winner this month, but in the end, L'Artistf 
from Remi Weekes stood out for its spot-on puncturing of artistic 
pretensions. Weekes explores the image of the artist at its potential 
worst — a self-absorbed, self-aggrannisingposeur, then steps back 
to reveal the truth. The neat st'ay Weekes takes an initially amusing 
honcept and remembers to make sure that ii remains humourous 
even when chopped into iis component sections makes this short 
a winner; each vignette svorks on its own as a mini-satire, even as 
it'builds to its finfl wry revelation. With a well-deserved crate of 
* Cobra beer heading Veekes' way, if you’re thinking you can do 
better, it’stime for you to get tott-ork, ' 

Visit www.cobrabeer.com to find ofitliow to enter, 
X. and if your entry is picked, you’libe reviesved in 
N, your favourite film mag and get a crate of Cobra 

N. N, beer into the baigain. Antfif your short film 
j makes it to the hnal and wins, 

• a I you could take home £5000. 


y Zidane is a football player who js firmly 
/ ensconsed in the head-buning hall of fame. 
However, he did have a life before that passionate/ 
brutal act of violence. He was, apparently, the 
greatest footballer of the modern era, a man with 
an inhuman focus on the game at hand and sweet 
hall skills to boot. It’s competition time again, and 
for a chance to win one of lO’copies of Zidane A 
2Iil Ctnturj Portrait on DTD, you must answer this 
simple question: 


Which Hitchcock film did a 
turn into an art installation? 


Cordon 


6) Psjeho 


ar your chance to win, just send us an e- 
mall to editorial@httIewhitelies.co.uk. 
Winners will be. notified before the 
next World Cup. 
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Rambo IV: Pearl 
of the Cobra. 



The Hobbit. 






His Dark Materiais: 
The Goiden 
Compass. 




Unknown 







The Simpsons 
Movie. 


The Bourne 
Uitimatum. o. 


The Assassination 
of Jesse James 
by the Coward 
Robert Ford. 


Die Hard 4.0: Live 
Free or Die Hard. 








Angeis and 
Demons, o ... 







Biack Snake 
Moan. 


Short Circuit. 


Mister Loneiy. 
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